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CHAPTER I. 



PROMOTION. 



A MANSION in Palace Terrace, Belgravia, 
is supposed, by some simple folks to be 
the abode of perpetual bliss, and to confer 
almost celestial privileges and immunities 
upon the happy mortals who dwell therein. 
To the humble pedestrian, gazing up from 
the muddy pavement on its flowery balconies, 
its delicate window draperies, and its 
powdered Apollo-like footmen, it is a serene 
region of genteel joys, where cares and 
heart-aches never enter. But the footmen 
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know otherwise, and without being readers 
of Horace, have arrived at similar con- 
clusions as to the wide impartiality of those 
dark personages who ride behind the fashion- 
able horseman and knock even at the doors 
of kings. 

Hence, it would not have surprised those 
philosophical men to know that Sir William 
Severn's private secretary was suflfering from 
ennui this morning, and that his employer's 
cabinet seemed to him detestably dull, and 
the whole house given over to boredom. Sir 
William's secretary did not seem to be a 
very hardly-worked gentleman, judging from 
his present demeanour, or from the amount 
of work he had as yet transacted to-day. 
He had written one business letter for his 
employer, and two private ones for himself • 
he had skimmed over the previous night's 
debate in the Times, and he had cut the 
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leaves of the Quarterly lying on the table. 
Besides that, he had taken luncheon with 
Lady Severn, and since his retnm to the 
Ubrary had faUen asleep m an easy chair 
from sheer indolence. 

Consequently, it was quite a relief to him 
when Sir William entered with a bundle of 
papers and requested his attention thereto. 
Sir WiUiam was courteous towards all men, 
but his manner towards his secretary was 
even more than courteous. 

" Are you inclined," said he, in the cheer- 
fallest tone, " for a good three hours' work ? 
If so, let us set to at once ;" and he spoke 
as if he would not have been in the least 
surprised or displeased, had his secretary 
declined to give him his services this after- 
noon. 

Such consideration as this is certainly 
unusual between employers and employed. 
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even when the latter is a gentleman with an 
Oxford degree and a Noli me tangere air. 
Any one who had watched the two men 
wonld have been struck with this singular 
reversal of their presupposed natural posi- 
tions ; for while the elder and superior was 
patient and considerate, the younger seemed 
rather irritable and to stand much on his 
dignity. 

" I'm afraid/' said Sir William, when 
they had finished, " I'm afraid I must rob 
you of your evening, and get you to meet 
me at Westminster at five. Can you 
manage it ? " 

" Of course. Sir WiUiam. My time is 
yours." 

"Very well. Don't forget to bring me 
my notes this time ; you nearly put me in 
a nice fix last Friday night." Sir William 
laughed as he spoke. 
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*^ I am very sorry for it, and will take 
care the omission does not happen again/' 
replied the secretary, but in the same formal 
way, and without unbending in the least. 

^'All right, all right. My memory was 
bad at your age," said the elder man from 
the doorway, and with a pleasant nod he 
left his secretary to return, nominally, to 
his secretarial duties-in reality to his news- 
paper and reviews. 

That an active politician and man of 
business like Sir WilUam Severn should 
keep an ornamental appendage of this sort 
(at a salary moreover of two hundred and 
fifty per annum), was not at all in character 
with his usual dealings with men. That he 
should furthermore retain in his employment 
a less ornamental but clearly more useful 
gentleman, who for some time past had 
filled the post which the new-comer was 
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theoretically supposed to fill, was more 
inconsistent still. But possibly Sir William 
had private reasons for this whim. 

Finding literature pall upon him, the 
ornamental secretary betook himself after 
a time to the park, and was sauntering 
thence down to Westminster Hall, when he 
was hailed by a gentleman in a Hansom cab 
near Palace Yard. 

The occupant of the cab — a good-looking 
young fellow, some six feet in height, dressed 
in miUtary uniform — darted out of the 
vehicle. *' Hallo there ! You are the very 
man I was going to hunt up, Fairbaim. 
How do you do ? *' 

The two shook hands warmly. Lieutenant 
Bannister, who had but lately returned with 
his regiment from Canada, and had been 
attending a levee at St. James's, had not 



PROMOTION. 9 

seen his friend for many months. *' What 
have you been doing all this time?*' he 
asked, with a cordial air. 

"Bettering myself, as the servants say," 
smiled Gns. 

*' Why, you haven't taken Orders, have 
you ? " continued the other, looking at his 
friend's black suit. 

" No, not that. I am in mourning for — 
for my mother." 

*' I beg your pardon. Very sorry I'm 
sure," said the young soldier with some 
confasion. " Jump into my cab, and come 
along and dine with me." 

"Quite impossible, thank you. I'm 
waiting for my master. Here he comes." 

As they spoke Sir William Severn's 
brougham approached them. He looked 
absorbed in thought, but at the sight of the 
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two young men his face brightened, and he 
drew up to speak to them. 

'* Give me those papers," said he to his 
secretary, after a few moments' chat with 
Bannister. "You feUows can find some 
pleasant way of spending the evening to- 
gether, I've no doubt." 

" But I understood you would require 
me ? " said Fairbaim, with an air of 
surprise. *' I've just declined his invi- 
tation." 

" Never mind, I'll send for Mr. Eaton if 
I want help. Good-bye," and nodding 
cheerfully to them both, he drove on to 
Westminster Hall. 

" And now unriddle me these riddles, I 
pray," said the young officer, as they rolled 
along in their cab to his hotel. "What 
does it all mean ? " 

Gus was looking serious and rather 
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annoyed. Shaking oflf the mood, he re- 
plied, — 

^' First of all, it means I'm micommonly 
glad to see your jolly face again, old fellow. 
But wait till we get indoors for the un- 
riddling; it will take some time, I believe." 

Fairbaim's explanations, which were made 
when they sat together over their wine after 
dinner, ran as foUows :— 

He had taken his degree a few months 
ago, but had failed to obtain honours, to the 
disappointment of Mr. Staynes, and to the 
annoyance of his stepfather, who blamed 
(perhaps not unjustly) his addiction to 
music as the cause of his non-success. 

" But the one who would have been most 
troubled by it was spared the vexation of 
my failure,'' said Gus sadly, shading his face 
with his hand as he leaned his elbows on the 
table. " My poor mother's gloomy views 
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about herself were only too well founded ; 
she hved but a few weeks after her return 
to Melbourne. When I heard she was dead, 
I confess I cared less for not haying suc- 
ceeded; for if I had, I should have been 
somebody's tutor by this time, or worse still, 
somebody's curate." 

*' And what are you then, after all ? " 
asked Bannister. 

. ''No less than private secretary to the 
Right Honourable Sir William Severn, 
though you wouldn't think it, I dare say," 
said Gus, looking up with a faint smile ; and 
he went on to tell how, just when he was 
under the discouragement of his failure, and 
the fiiture wore a very gloomy air. Sir 
William Severn (much to his surprise) 
had written to offer him the post, which 
Mr. Staynes immediately advised him to 
accept. 
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*' And which you naturally would have 
done without his advice ? " said Bannister. 

** I suppose so; but I always had an idea 
that Sir William had a prejudice against me, 
and I'm sure I never liked him too well." 

" Ah, you were always given to fancying 
yourself shghted or disliked, but you seem 
to have fallen on your luck this time. From 
what you say, the post seems neither more 
nor less than a sinecure.'* 

*' Oh yes, I'm very lucky," said Gus, but 
without enthusiasm. *' There is next to 
nothing to do." 

*^ You don't quarrel with that, I suppose ? " 

''No; but — " He paused. 

''But what?" 

" Well, it may sound rather like humbug, 
but a man does like to feel he is earning his 
pay, which I certainly am not. All the real 
work is done by Mr. Eaton, who sits in 
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another room ; I scribble a few notes, look 
np a- date, mend a pen, take Imicheon with 
Lady Severn, and am offered a seat in her 
opera-box or at their dinner-parties in 
return for my onerous duties." 

" Poor fellow ! I should strike for more 
work and fewer civilities, if I were you. 
What wretches those Sevems must be ! ** 

"Of course you think me hard up for a 
grievance. It's all very well, but you would 
feel the same in my place,*' said Gus. 
'^You can imagine the position of the spoiled 
boy at school — the master's pet, who is un- 
justly favoured and gets the prizes he has 
never worked for ? Well, that's the position 
I sometimes feel myself in. But there, let's 
talk of something else; you think me an 
ass, I can see." 

The conversation turned upon the family 
at Perth Lodge, about one member of 
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which family Bannister made special in- 
quiries. 

"Oh, I am quite in their good books 
again yonder, thanks no doubt to Lady 
Severn's civilities to Mrs. Luke," said Gus. 
" Carry ? Of course she isn't changed — ^the 
same as ever — ^nice enough and good enough 
to make amends for a dozen such mothers." 

"You're^ right there," said Bannister 
eagerly. *' If I had had the good luck to 
have such a dear little cousin as that, I 
believe I should have — " The young lieu- 
tenant paused and sighed. 

" Go on," said Gus, with a smile. 

" Well — should have been a better fellow, 
I dare say, for one thing," said Bannister, 
giving another turn to his words than he had 
intended, apparently. 

"You see," he went on after a pause, 
"when a man doesn't remember his own 
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mother, and has been brought up in a house 
where ladies never came except to dinner- 
parties and in full dress, well he hasn't had 
altogether the best chance of getting a good 
form, and feels himself to be a heavy sort 
of brute by the side of a sweet girl 
like that;" and again the young lieutenant 
sighed. 

The upshot of this mood was, that after 
another glass or two of wine, he confessed to 
his friend that he had seen many charming 
girls both at home and abroad, but never 
one so charming as Carry Fairbaim, whom 
he vowed he had been in love with ever since 
their first meeting. 

The topic naturally invited a similar con- 
fidence from his firiend. But when Fairbaim 
unbosomed himself, his confidence was of a 
more complete and startling nature. 

''What do you think of this?'' said he, 
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taking a small jewel-case from his pocket, 
and showing his friend a ring. 

" It's a little beauty ; but what do you 
want with a lady's ring, eh ? " 

" Can't you guess ? " 

"Why, you don't mean to say that 
you—" 

Fairbairn nodded his head. 

** Engaged — out and out? The devil you 
are ! " said Bannister, opening his eyes 
widely^ and inquiring the lady's name. 

" What ! the singer you once took me to 
call upon ? " he exclaimed, with an air of 
great astonishment. 

*' Yes, the singer I once took you to call 
upon," said Fairbairn. 

" Why, you never can be thinking of — " 
Bannister paused. 

" Of bestowing my illustrious name and 
fine fortune upon a public singer ? Yes, I 

VOL. III. c 
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am indeed. Pray tell me your objections to 
such a match. I can see objections written 
all over your face." 

" Oh, only that — that she is not quite the 
sort of woman I thought you would have 
fancied, you know ; and they say that — " 
He paused, and Fairbaim instantly took 
him up. 

'* They say that she is poor, and has to 
support her father, don't they ? and that she 
has been brought into public notice, solely 
through the money and influence of Mr. 
Boyne Brande, eh ? Is that what you 
mean ? " 

'* Something of that sort.'' 

** Are there no further accusations against 
her ? Isn't she charged with being too good- 
looking, and singing too well, and being 
altogether too clever and charming to please 
her own sex ? There are cabals against her 
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outside the profession as well as within it, I 
have no doubt, but I thought these things 
were generally of women's concocting," said 
Fairbaim warmly. 

" My dear fellow, I*ve said nothing ofifensive 
ihat I'm aware of, I was merely taken by 
surprise, and I'm ready to beheve all manner 
of good things of Miss Meadows on y6ur 
assurance. Come, come, you're a little bit 
too warm, Fairbaim." 

** Well you see it isn't the first time I've 
had to undertake her defence," said Gus, who 
was walking up and down the room in his 
agitation. **Her position is a difficult one 
for a woman, and her profession lays her open 
to detraction of all sorts. Why even a man 
hke Brande, as free from cant, as most people, 
has advised me since I got my appointment 
to drop the acquaintance of the Meadowses, 
as not being * of our class.' " 

c 2 
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'' He has, has he ? Humph ! " 

There was a shrewd look in Bannister's 
face, and a significance in his way of utter- 
ing that " Humph *' that exasperated Gus. 
Drawing himself up, Jie continued, — 

** Yes, and I told Mr. Brande that my class 
was beneath Miss Meadows's if it came to 
that ; for that my mother was a poor illiterate 
Welsh girl, and that my father was — " He 
paused a moment, and with a knitted brow 
added slowly, — ** a consummate villain ! " 

" What in Heaven's name did you mean 
by that ?" asked Bannister, laying down his 
cigar, 

** Simply what I said," repUed his friend, 
looking at him fixedly. " Now my mother is 
no more, I have made up my mind that my 
friends — ^my few real friends, such as you, 
Ned, shall know the truth, and not take me 
for anything else than what I am. In two 
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words, here's my true history ! " He related 

9 

it briefly as possible. " It won't make any 
difference with you," he continued ; " I am 
sure that it won't make any difference with 
fe^r, when she comes to know it ; but I will 
sooner lose all my friends than keep them 
on a false footing." 

His face, a moment since white with the 
agitation of the coming disclosure, was now 
all aglow. 

'* I felt it my duty,*' he went on, *' to 
inform Sir William Severn before I accepted 
the appointment, that I only held the name 
of Fairbaim by favour. He behaved with 
great delicacy, and begged me to tell him no 
more, assuring me that he was perfectly 
satisfied as to my fitness on aU points for the 
post he offered ; indeed he was more agitated 
than I was, I really beheve ; for you must 
remember that this grim fact, which so 
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startles you, is an old source of suffering with 
me — and — and perhaps accounts for a good 
deal of my irritability and touchiness, old 
fellow !" and as he spoke, Fairbaim's mouth 
quivered momentarily with the feelings he was 
trying to suppress. 

But there was quite as much emotion, 
though of another sort, visible in his friend's 
face. 

" I can't tell you how dreadfully sorry I 
am," he exclaimed, jumping up and holding 
out his big paw to his old companion. ** It's 
the most confounded shame I ever heard of ; 
and if that scamp who deserted your mother 
could be found under the sun, he ought to be 
hunted out and kicked from here to — " 

But the young officer suddenly stopped, 
reddening with confusion at his own un- 
guarded way of commenting on so delicate a 
subject. '' I beg your pardon, but really I 
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hardly know what I'm saying," he stammered 
out. 

** All right," said Fairbaim calmly, and he 
nodded his head, " I miderstand. You mean 
that the consequences ought not to fall only 
on his victims. A plain piece of justice that, 
I should say, but — " he added after a pause, 
and speaking very slowly, "justice can never 
be done now between that man and me." 

For some moments there was silence, until 
Bannister began again, — 

" Then you don't know his^ — I mean 
you — " 

" You mean I don't know the name of my 
own father?" said Gus, helping his friend 
out with his hard words. " True, I don't ; 
but I have so clear a picture of him in 
my mind, and for years past he has been 
to me such an actual living entity, that were 
we ever to meet, I think I should recognize 
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him amongst a thousand other men, and 
that my lips would instinctively curse him. 
But there, let us change the subject : it always 
acts like a poison on me, and sets, my blood 
running in hot thrills. One thing I have 
lately found out, he was living some four 
or five and twenty years ago down in Wales 
under the name of Tennant — I know no more. 
But let us dismiss the hateful subject and get 
out into the air, or I shall be unfit for any- 
thing." 

And by his tightened lips and disordered 
face, it was evident the subject had been 
pursued far enough. 



CHAPTEK II, 



A BETROTHAL. 



TTOW Gus Fairbaim came to be under the 
impression that the name of the man 
at whose hands his mother had sustained 
such grievous wrong was *' Te^nant," was as 
follows. He had recently paid another visit 
to Liverpool, for the express purpose of 
getting farther information about their niece 
from the old couple of the name of Williams, 
whom he had reluctantly suspected to be 
kinsfolk of his mother. As long as she had 
lived, he had not felt justified in making 
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further inquiries, feeling that he ought to be 
satisfied with the few facts known to him, 
and that her past history was a sealed book, 
into \8hich he had no right to pry. But 
when his mother was no longer living, there 
seemed to him no reason why he should not 
make further investigation in -a matter in 
which he was so closely interested. 

So he had gone down to Liverpool, and 
after farther searches than he had looked 
for, had discovered that Mrs, Williams had 
been dead some months, and that her 
husband was now a feeble old man in his 
dotage. It appeared that the wretched 
woman had never got over the shock she had 
received, in coming suddenly upon Gus Fair- 
bairn that day when he entered their little 
inn. Her troubled conscience had regarded 
his visit as supernatural, or at least as a 
proof that heaven had not forgotten her sins, 
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and had sent this person to their door to call 
them to her remembrance. 

'* She was never the same arterwards," 
said the old man, when at length he was 
made to understand who his visitor was, and 
the object of his coming. " She was always 
talking of poor Owen, and got frightened to 
be left alone, and called out at nights that 
you was standing by her bedside, though 
it's clear to me, sir, that if she'd been in 
her senses she'd ha' known as how a young 
man like you couldn't be my brother, eh ?" 

The old man — ^whose mind was very feeble, 
and whoserecollections hardly travelled beyond 
yesterday's dinner, or his hopes beyond hisnext 
glass of gin and water — could throw but little 
light now on that past which Argus Fair- 
bairn wished to look into. He remembered 
that the gentleman who had ** promised 
marriage" to his niece was a handsome, 
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well-spoken young man, and a great scholar ; 
but he remembered little more, and had even 
difficulty in recalling his name. Much 
pressed on this last point, he decided that 
the gentleman's name was " Tennant,'' — 
" Yes, he was pretty near certain o' that, for 
it began wi' a ' T,' and ended wi' a * T/" 
Beyond this, not another fact could his 
questioner eUcit, and he returned to London 
but little wiser than he went. 

But there were other and brighter subjects 
upon which Fairbaim's thoughts had chiefly 
dwelt of late. A few evenings after his meeting 
with his friend Bannister, he was the accepted 
suitor of Miss Meadows. She had received the 
ring and allowed him to place it on her finger ; 
but before he had asked her to wear this 
formal pledge of their engagement, he had, 
as he felt in honour bound, revealed to her 
his actual position and prospects. If there 
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had been anything wantmg to complete the 
conquest Miss Meadows had long since made 
of him, it would have been the way in which 
she received this, to him, painfiil communi- 
cation. An onlooker, indeed, might have 
been surprised at the small effect it produced 
upon her — might have accused her even of an 
indifference that was almost indelicate. But 
when, fixing her large eyes upon Gus she 
murmured, " Then it is yourself, you see, 
not your name or fortune, which wins me," 
it seemed to him the most perfect answer a 
woman's lips could frame. 

But ah ! if her poor lover could have 
beheld the scene, and overheard the conver- 
sation that took place in that same room 
within a few minutes of his departure. The 
sound of his footsteps had hardly died away 
on the pavement of the street, when other 
footsteps — shuffling, unsteady footsteps, ap- 
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preached the door. Miss Meadows, who 
was sitting looking over some letters which 
had thrown her into a reverie, in the back 
parlour, with the gas lowered and the house 
all quiet, started at the sound of the bell 
and went to open the hall-door, for the other 
inmates of the house had gone to bed. An 
elderly man stood on the threshold, apostro- 
phizing the street-lamps it appeared, for 
there was no other visible object, to which 
he was bowing politely. 

" Accept my thanks, kind sir, for your 
good company. K I can do you any service 
with the nine Muses, count on my help. My 
name is Meadows, and my daughter is the 
original—" 

" Come in, pa, and don't make a fool of 
yourself in the street," said the daughter 
impatiently. 

As soon as she had closed the door she 



A BETROTHAL, 31 

turned upon her parent, who stood dodgmg 
at the hall-table with his hat, and said 
scornfully, " If you're not too tipsy to 
understand me, walk into the parlour; I 
have a word to say to you," 

" And I have a word to say to you," said 
the offended parent, striving to follow her 
with an air of dignity, " I have just met 
that unfortunate young man you still allow 
to pay you his addresses. Now this must 
be put a stop to, Melusina ; he must not be 
trifled with any further;" and the venerable 
moraUst shook his head, 

" It's about Mr. Fairbaim I want to 
speak to you myself," said Melusina. 
** Take that chair, and please don't inter- 
rupt me. We are engaged." 

** Engaged ?" cried Mr. Meadows, spring- 
ing up from his chair, and looking almost 
sobered by the news. 
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''Yes; but if you make that noise we 
shall have the family in the drawing-room 
complaining. Sit down, pa, or I won't go 
on. We are engaged, and here's the ring 
he has given me,*' and Miss Meadows 
turned her finger to the light, to catch the 
sparkle of the stones. 

*'You mean to tell me, Melusina, that 
you are engaged to that penniless fellow ? " 
cried Mr. Meadows, with anguish in his 
voice, which he was obhged to subdue for 
the reasons named by his daughter. " You 
mean to say you are going to throw yourself 
away on a young man without money or 
prospects ? Are you mad, or are you only 
trifling with your poor aged father ?'* Mr. 
Meadows' voice had quite a pathetic accent 
as he uttered the last words. 

" My aged father need not distress him- 
self," replied the daughter callously. " Mr. 
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Fairbaim's prospects are better than he 
thinks, and he will have enough to keep a 
wife, and her father as well, I shouldn't 
wonder." 

" Out of a salary of two hundred a year, 
I suppose?*' said Mr. Meadows, contemp- 
tuously. " Have you forgotten Mr. Brande 
telling you here, in this very room, that 
the young man hadn't two sixpences of his 
own?" 

*'Yes, but since then Mr. Brande has 
told me something else," said Melusina 
with a short laugh, but avoiding her father's 
eyes whilst she spoke. " What should you 
say if Mr. Fairbaim has very fine pros- 
pects ? What if he is likely to come into 
a grand property one day ?" 

" I should say — well I should say the 
case was altered, my dear. But am I to 
understand that such is the fact ?" 
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There was silence. With her eyes still 
cast downwards on the ring she was twirl- 
ing, Melusina made answer, — 

^* You may understand that I know what 
I am about. I have had enough of poverty 
and debts and hard work, all my life, ever 
to marry a man who can't maintain me ; 
but please keep silence about what I have 
just said, and don't name Mr. Fairbaim or 
his (joncems to a soul. Our engagement 
will not be made known at present ; it 
might — ^well, it might do me harm in the 
profession. He will come here frequently, 
I dare say, and unless you can show yourself 
before him in a proper state, you had better 
keep out of his way." 

Further than this, Miss Meadows gave no 
enlightenment to her parent as to her en- 
gagement, or the circumstances connected 
with it. Even he, who knew his child's 
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matter-of-fact temperament^ was a little 
surprised at her hard tone : she had spoken 
with an absence of feeling that was heart- 
less. 

But when she was left to herself, Melu- 
sina's brow darkened, and her lips were 
bitten by stress of thought. 

"Why shouldn't I?" she asked herself 
impatiently. " What right has anybody to 
interfere if I like to have him ? They talk 
to me of his future interests : who cares for 
me or my interests ?" and Melusina's hand- 
some face had a sudden look of bitterness 
and anger. " They* are fools to write to 
me in this way," she muttered, crumpling 
up the letters she had been looking oyer. 
" Do my feelings and my future count for 
nothing ? If they think I'm to be pitched 
oyer just to smt them, they're mistaken. 
I'll have him, and give up working and 
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enjoy myself like other folks, though he- 



ft 



here her voice shook — " he's too good — ^too 
good for me ! " And with that she laid her 
head face downwards on the table, and wept 
some genuine tears in a way very uncommon 
with Melusina Meadows. 



1 

CHAPTER m. 

A LOST OPPORTUNITY. 

npHE letters which had excited such angry 
emotions in Miss Meadows' bosom, bore 
the respective signatures of two of her fore- 
most patrons, Mr. Brande and Lady Severn. 

" Deab Miss Meadows " — wrote the for- 
mer, — " You took what I said yesterday about 
your intimacy with Mr. Fairbaim in such ill 
part, that I'm afraid the matter is graver than 
I thought. Of conrse you'll resent any 
further interference from me, but having 
first introduced you to each other at my place 
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in Wales, I consider I'm responsible in a 
way for any mischief that might arise from 
your mutual susceptibility. (There ! L^ mot 
est Idche^ and I shan't scratch it out.) Drop 
his acquaintance, or let him down as fast as 
you please, for the game won't pay. I can't 
explain, but you may take it from me as a 
fact, that although his circumstances (as you 
are of course aware) are not what they were 
when I told you he had neither money nor 
prospects, he is not in a position to marry 
just as he pleases*. I used the word sus- 
ceptibility just now, but of course I know 
very well that your feelings are kept in 
beautiful order and under the control of your 
excellent common sense. I appeal to that 
valuable faculty now, and put it to you 
whether it would not be an immense mistake 
to spoil his prospects without benefiting your 
own ? This, without a word as to the private 
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emotions, in this crisis^ of your old and de- 
voted admirer, 

"BoYNE Brande." 

Lady Severn wrote as follows : — 

"My dear Miss Meadows, — ^You have 
on several occasions expressed your gratitude 
for some small services I may have done you 
in your profession and in other ways ; it is 
in your power to make me in return very 
largely your debtor. If I seem to be in- 
terfering impertinently in your private affairs, 
I must ask you to believe that I do so with 
reluctance, but what I have to say must be 
said plainly if said at all. This is it. You 
have for some time been receiving marked 
attention from my husband's secretary, Mr. 
Fairbaim. Whether you are disposed to 
favour his addresses or not, I am unable to 
judge ; but as I believe you have a friendly 
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regard for him, I ask you to play a friend's 
part and discourage any further attentions 
from him, and this I ask in his interest. I 
am unable to write explicitly, but I can 
assure you that his future welfare would 
materially suffer were he to marry at present, 
or without the approval of his friends. I 
should not have undertaken the ungrateful 
task of telling you this but from a sense of 
duty. 

^^ Believe me, 

'* Yours truly, 

** Helen Severn." 

That, within the space of one week, two 
letters should be written to her of this un- 
usual and mysterious nature, was enough to 
surprise Miss Meadows. The allusions to 
*^ future interests " set her speculating rather 
wildly on the prospects and expectations of 
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her lover. That he was the heir to large 
property, of which he was being defrauded 
or kept in ignorance, seemed to her the most 
probable theory. " Or he might be the un- 
acknowledged son of some great person — of 
a peer of the realm for example," reflected 
Melusina, whose studies in romantic litera- 
ture (the only literature in which she was 
proficient) led her to regard such changes of 
fortmie as by no means uncommon amongst 
the upper classes. Of course this last sup- 
position was greatly strengthened when Mr. 
Fairbaim made to her those explanations 
about himself ; explanations which she had 
received with a noble composure, which 
seemed to him conclusive evidence of a 
magnanimous disposition and a strong love. 
The motives that had led Lady Severn to 
write to Miss Meadows as she had done can 
be easily divined; but how a man who 
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troubled himself so little about the happiness 
of his fellow-creatureSy and who held such 
cynical views as Mr. Brande, should go out 
of his way to utter this mysterious caution, 
requires explanation. 

Mr. Brande had recently paid a flying visit 
to his property at Llantgaervon, and had there 
learnt from Mr. Staynes so much of the 
history of Argus Fairbaim, as the rector, for a 
purpose of his own, had thought fit to disclose 
to him. That ^purpose was the prevention, 
if possible, of an engagement between his 
old pupil and Miss Meadows, which he 
thought might be eflFected by Mr. Brande's 
interposition. The latter laughed at first 
at the rector's fears, and said the lady was 
^* far too wide awake to marry a man with- 
out means ;" but on Mr. Stayne's intimating 
that Fairbaim's means would possibly be 
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very considerable one day, he said he would 
** give an eye to the matter." 

Mr. Staynes knew well enough that there 
was more hope in appealing to the lady's 
prudence than the gentleman's. Gus was 
much too warm-hearted and impetuous, 
and altogether too much in earnest, to 
be swayed by any arguments of personal 

s 

advantage. For some time Mr. Staynes 
had been uneasy about the acquaintance, 
and latterly he had consulted Lady Severn, 
who admitted she saw reason for his 
fears. 

" But we find it difficult to act for the 
best," she wrote: **he would, we fear, as 
yet resent any interference with his private 
affairs, and my husband is so anxious to win 
his confidence and put him at ease with him, 
that he shrinks from attempting to exercise 
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over him a control, which, without full ex- 
planation would seem unwarrantable." 

Yes, it was as his wife said. Sir William 
Severn found himself in a position of no 
small diflficulty. That project of making ^*a 
happy future" for his son, would depend, 
he could see, upon many things besides his 
own desire to secure that end. 

He had not been brought into daily com- 
munication with Gus Fairbaim aU these 
weeks, without gaining clearer insight into, 
his character, and discovering the causes of 
that excessive susceptibility and morbid 
pride he so often displayed ; but these, and 
other faults he discerned in the young man, 
did not prevent him feeling a warm and 
growing attachment for him. 

It was not difl&cult, indeed, to feel a liking 
for a fine high-spirited fellow, who with all 
his faults had some noble qualities. The 
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very pride he showed, pleased, Sir William — 
it was only natural in his position that he 
should be unduly sensitive and reserved. 
More than once, when he felt himself rebuffed 
or kept at a distance by his secretary. Sir 
William comforted himself with the reflection 
that he would have behaved in a like manner 
himself, under similar circumstances. And 
then, there were such large allowances to be 
made for one whose youth had been soured 
by a discovery that would have embittered 
the character of most young men, and would 
have ruined some. 

But it distressed Sir William to find that 
he failed to gain the affection and the con- 
fidence that he so desired to obtain; he 
even had a disquieting feeling at times that 
his advances were viewed with distrust. 
There was a cynicism in Pairbaim's remarks, 
and a cold disbelief in the disinterestedness 
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of his fellow-men, that roused painfol re- 
flections in Sir William's mind. It was not 
difficnlt to trace the origin of this moral 
scepticism. 

Gus little suspected how his words — care- 
less words sometimes — ^were weighed and 
pondered over • by the grave elder man. 
Often whilst apparently listening to a guest, 
Sir William was trying to catch some random 
remark of his secretary, who would express 
his opinions on polities, or other matters, 
with the bold confidence of youth, remind- 
ing his listener of his own early days and 
youthful impetuosity. To find out the young 
man's views and leanings was an object of 
close and secret attention with Sir William ; 
and the more he studied his character, the 
more he felt attracted towards him. Gus's 
ultra-liberalism and easy political panacea 
of course often made his older and sager 
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hearer smile, but it was the smile of an 
indulgent and sympathetic elder. 

There was rarely a dinner-party or a rout 
at Palace Terrace to which Mr. Fairbaim 
was not invited, though he often found ex- 
cuses for being absent. No one who was 
not destitute of all gratitude (and Gus was 
not that) could have failed to feel obliged, 
and even sometimes touched, by these atten- 
tions; but whenever he tried to thank Sir 
William, he would be stopped by some kindly 
assurance that he required no thanks, or by 
a vaguely intimated regret that he could do 
no more for him. 

^^ Either he is a much better fellow than 
ever I thought, or he is so proud that he 
heaps favours on his inferiors from a mere 
desire to keep up their respective differences 
of station," was Gus's commentary on this 
conduct. 
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Matters stood thus when the Whitsuntide 
recess arrived, and Sir William and Lady 
Severn left town for a short visit to their 
country seat. Mr. Fairbaim was invited to 
accompany them; at first he was inclined 
to plead other engagements (it was in the 
early days of his accepted suit, and life with- 
out Melusina was hardly worth having), ■ 
but when Lady Severn hinted that he could 
be of assistance to her husband, and that his 
going would oblige them both, he complied. 

It was delicious weather, and Severn 
Hill was in all its beauty. The avenue 
of chestnuts was in flower, the rhododen- 
drons were just coming into bloom, and 
the clumps of lilac and laburnum made 
patches of bright colour amongst the green 
lawns and shrubberies. Nothing could be 
more charming than such a place in such 
a season, and even Gus found his thoughts 
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weaned from the charmer of Tybumia 
Crescent whilst he drove amongst the leafy 
Herefordshire lanes with Lady Severn in her 
pony carriage, or rode about the neighbour- 
hood with Sir WiUiam. As for the assist- 
ance to the latter that had been hinted at, 
it was clearly one of those amiable frauds 
which they so often practised in their deal- 
ings with him. To see his young guest 

9 

well amused seemed quite to satisfy Sir 
William, who himself was more cheerful 
than for many a day past. Indeed, there 
came a moment of expansion, when he was 
tempted to disclose to Gus the secret of all 
his kindness to him. 

It happened one day that the steward, 
who was transacting business with Sir 
WiUiam, mentioned that a certain property 
in the neighbourhood, which the last owner 
of Severn HiU had often wished to possess, 
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was abont to be sold. It was such an at- 
tractiye property, and lay so close npon the 
Severn Hill estate, that the steward was qnite 
enthusiastic in its praises. 

'< There isn't a prettier little property in 
the kingdom/' said he, ** and the mansion, 
though ont of repair, might be made a gem 
with a little good taste. I have hard work 
not to persuade you to go in for it. Sir 
William, I haxe indeed. There's no land 
like it in the county." 

But Sir William shook his head, and 
rephed that he had land enough already. 
Becurring to the subject at luncheon^ Mr. 
Fielder brought out a plan of the estate 
and some Tiews of the house, idiieh Tadj 
Severn and Mr. Fairbaim both admired. 

"He win be a lucbrmanidio owns it," 
said Gus. " I nevor saw a more attimdnre 
place.*' 
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" Suppose we ride over there this after- 
noon," said Sir WiUiam, after what seemed 
an attentive inspection of the drawings, 
*' the place must be worth seeing. What 
say you, Fairbaim, shall we go ?" 

"By all means," was the reply. 

A few hours later, they were looking out 
from a window of the old mansion, upon an 
antique garden of cedars and yews, and a 
lovely prospect beyond. 

" Lady Severn was right — ^it is quite an 
ideal country house," said Gus, gazing 
admiringly aromid him. 

It was late in the afternoon, and the de- 
clining light of the sun shed golden gleams 
upon the dark foliage, and coloured the 
waters of the mere and transfigured a distant 
village spire. The old woman, who was 
showing them over the place, had gone for 
the gardener's keys, and they were alone. 

E 2 



> 



52 ABGDS FAIBBAIBN. 

It was Tery qtiiet both within and withont. 
No sound save the distant cooing of the wild 
pigeons conld be heard. 

" One can hardly imagine a pleaeanter 
lot than to hare snch a place as this for 
one's home," said Gue, who was standing 
with folded arms in the recess of the window, 
looking oat on the prospect. 

Sir William stood a few paces behind him. 

" Yon woold like, then, to lead a country 
gentleman's life, and be the owner of such a 
place aa Wyecliflfe Manor ?" he asked. 

" Like ? It ia hardly necessary, Sir 
WUliam, to ask that qaestion, I imagine. 
My ambitions are of com-se limited to some- 
thing much humbler than the possession of 
snch a place as this. Bnt if I were ever to 
become rich (a wild stretch of the imagina- 
tion that), I should wish to find jnat such a 
home as this." 
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There was silence. Sir William was 
debating whether he could bring himself to 
tell his companion what was passing in his 
mind : he felt strongly tempted to do it. 

*'You are young yet," he said in a low 
voice, *'you cannot tell what changes life 
may have in store for you. Your fortunes 
may improve, and — " 

'* And I may make a hundred thousand 
pounds by precis writing, and purchase the 
Manor of Wyecliffe before six years are over, 
eh, Sir William ? " laughed Gus. He added, 
** No, no ; even people who are lucky enough 
to be paid salaries altogether out of pro- 
portion to the work they do for it, can't 
expect to leap into fortunes quite so 
easily. 

** But admitting the supposition may seem 
unreasonable to you," said Sir William, 
*4et us for a moment suppose that your 
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circumstances were altered, and that you 
were suddenly to acquire large means; in 
that case would you — " 

"You forget, I think, what my actual 
circumstances are," interrupted Gus, rather 
impatiently. " It sounds like mockery to 
talk of large means to a person situated as 
I am, and suggests unfortunate comparisons 
between my real circumstances and these 
imaginary ones." 

Sir William winced at the words; he 
longed to speak out ; and as he caught 
the half-sad, half-proud expression of Fair- 
bairn's face at that moment, he felt strongly 
tempted to lay his hand upon the young 
man's shoulder, and disclose what was 
in his mind. But the fear of the way 
in which the disclosure would be received 
made him hesitate, as he had often hesitated 
before. Ere the mood of inesolution had 
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passed, there came the sound of footsteps in 
the gallery outside. 

" Here comes the old lady with the keys," 
said Gus ; mi the opportunity was gone. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A PRUDENT FIANQ^E. 

npHERE were other occasions, besides the 
one just related, when Sir William 
Severn tried and failed to make the ex- 
planation that was now. always looming 
before him. Whenever he attempted to 
lead the conversation in the direction of 
Fairbaim's private affairs, the latter always 
turned reticent or moody, and Sir William's 
courage forsook him. But he consoled him- 
self by reflecting that the time would soon 
come when he would be able to give him 
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good proof of how much he had his happi- 
ness and interests at heart. 

In ignorance of these good intentions 
towards himself, Gus went on his way with a 
light heart just now. All his leisure hours 
(or rather as much of them as the lady 
would permit) were spent in the society of 
Miss Meadows. 

" I can't have you here every evening, 
you know, taking up my time and ruining 
my practice," said she archly. ** And then 
there's the world to consider, and my poor 
professional reputation, and hundreds of 
things you selfish men can't understand." 

** But why shouldn't the world and the 
profession know at once that we are formally 
engaged, Melusina ? and that we shall be 
married at the end of the season, if—" 

*' 1/* a thousand improbabilities come to 
pass, you dear old goose. No, sir, the 
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profession must not know, or they will think 
I am going to retire, and nohodj will care to 
engage me any more. We must keep as 
still as mice at present; I hayen*t yet 
forgiven you for telling your big military 
friend/' 

" What ! Bannister ? Oh, he's all right. 
I have sworn him to secrecy. But I really 
don't see where the thousand improba- 
bilities are. The ' if I meant was — ^if 
we could meet with a nice little house in 
time." 

" A nice little house ! " answered Melu- 
sina, with a slight scream. .'^ What is the 
dear innocent boy dreaming about ? haven't 
I already got this big comer-house on my 
hands, and don't the folks screw down my 
terms for singing-lessons till I'm almost 
frantic ? Oh, where is your worldly wisdom, 
my poor Gus?" 
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He looked as if he hardly liked to be 
bantered on that score. 

" I am more worldly-wise than yon think, 
Melly," he replied. " Of course, we could 
dispose of this house fomished by the 
year, or ieave your father in it to let the 
apartments until the lease expires, and 
we should take a little cottage for our- 
selves?" 

Melusina could not avoid making a small 
grimace (aside) at the thought of the cot- 
tage, and of leaving her papa to let the 
apartments. 

'* And we should live like the birds of the 
air in our own little cottage, and feast on 
honey and dew, and scorn the mention of 
butcher's meat, I suppose?" said she with 
a delicious laugh. " Oh, you impracticable 
old stupid, how I love to hear you talk?" 
aiid Melusina crowned her lover's head (he 
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was sitting on a stool at her feet) with the 
wreath of artificial flowers she was making 
mto a headdress, and langhed again. 

** But you seem to forget that you would 
have a husband to keep you/' said Gus, 
with dignity. "My present salary is two 
hundred and fifty, and I feel pretty sure 
Sir WiUiam means to raise it and dispense 
with Mr. Eaton before long, from certain 
hints he has dropped about improving my 
position." 

" Keep me ! why I should spend the odd 
fifty in my wardrobe alone, Mr. Economist. 
The public will have you dress well." 

" But if you spent you would also earn 
something, my love. I have often doubted 
whether I could allow my wife to sing in 
pubUc; but after all it is snobbish, and 
shows poor faith in a noble calling to feel 
any shame of the sort. Besides, you have 



A PRUDENT TIASqtE. 61 

never had justice done yon, and I long to 
see yon win the position yon deserve. And 
then yon wonld have yonr hnsband to escort 
yon and take care of you wherever yon went, 
and I have now influential acquaintances 
who would rally round ns and give us a 
helping hand." 

The picture presented to her imagination 
did not, perhaps, quite realize Miss Meadows' 
private ideal of matrimony. But she smiled 
at her lover, and pursing up her mouth 
said, — 

" And wouldn't they want humouring and 
flattering — these grand folks ? And wouldn't 
my poor Gus hate their patronage, and get 
snubbed and snuffed at because of his 
* horrid professional wife'? And wouldn't 
his pride suffer twenty times a day, and 
poor Melly wish she had died sooner than 
drag her hnsband down in that way ? " 
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** Drag him down ? Pray don't talk so, 
Melnsina. Do I stand on any such high social 

level?" he cried. **Do you think I would 

» 

allow my friends to patronize you ? Only 
the vulgarest minds could be capable of 
such folly. And if they did — " he got up, 
and walking up and down the room ex- 
citedly went on — " if they did, I would cut 
with them one and all; I would take up 
your professsion and get a living out of it, 
somehow. Drag me down I why it is you 
who may lose caste by our marriage, not 

I." 

Thus he, in his wrath, whilst she sat 
quietly looking at him, half admiringly, half 
in wonder. She liked to hear him speak 
in that impassioned way, even if it awoke 
no kindred emotions in her own heart. She 
liked to see hun striding to and fro, with 
his hair thrown back and his eyes kindling 



'*'"'«4ed Z™""' *=«"« 



64: ABQUS FAIBBAIKN. 

a time. " And what would those rights turn 
out to be worth, after all ?" 

These were anxious questions for a pru- 
dent fiancee. 



K 



CHAPTER V. 

THE LONG-DELAYED DISCLOSURE. 

l^VEE since that visit to Wyecliffe Manor, 
Sir William Severn had resolved to 
carry out the purpose then conceived, a 
purpose which had necessitated frequent con- 
sultation with his lawyers during the last few 
weeks. The results of these consultations 
lay before him this morning, in the shaj)e of 
a certain legal document, which he had 
signed only a few hours before in the 
presence of his legal advisers, Messrs. 
Magner and Carter, of Lincoln's Lm. 

The document was a deed of gift, trans- 
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ferring the estate of the Manor of Wyecliffe 
to one known and designated as Argus Fair- 
baim. Appended to the deed was a letter 
which set forth in plain and non-legal 
phraseology, the donor's desire to give proof 
of his affection for him and a snbstantial 
recognition of his claims ; to make, in short, 
snch reparation as was possible for the injory 
that had been done to his mother. 

It was no sndden freak of generosity this 
settlement, but a well-considered arrange- 
ment which would obviate future difficulties. 
The Severn HiU property had come to Sir 
William through his wife ; and in the event 
of her dying without children, the bulk of it 
went to a distant male relative, by an arrange- 
ipent made during the late Sir Richard's life- 
time. Even had this not been the case, 
there would have been a manifest impropriety 
JD raising a charge on his wife's fortune in 
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favour of his illegitimate son. All hope of 
their having children of their own had now 
gone hy. The purchase of Wyecliffe inflicted 
no injury elsewhere, and it gratified one of 
the keenest desires of Sir William's heart to 
confer upon his son some great and signal 
kindness, and to give him hefore the world an 
independent position. 

The pleasing reveries which the sight of this 
document evoked, were marked upon the man's 
face as he leaned back thoughtfolly in his 
armchair. " Gus could not fail to be touched 
with this proof of his regard," he reflected. 

" In time all bitterness of feeling would die 
away, and he would get to feel as much at 
home with his father as happier sons did with 

theirs. The lad was not cut out for any 
distinguished part in life, would not make his 
mark in the poUtical world, but he would 
make an excellent country gentleman, and 
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have means to support the position. And 
then, perhaps, one day he would meet with a 
good wife, some lady who would be a daugh- 
ter to him and Lady Severn." And then 
there rose up before the dreamer pictures of 
household scenes, with young children around 
the hearth at Christmas at Severn HiU, and 
in a faltering voice, Sir William murmured 
to himself, ' ' God grant it may come to pass ! ' ' 

His reverie was disturbed by the entrance 
of Fairbaim himself, with a bundle of papers 
requiring Sir William's attention. 

" Oh, don't trouble ; leave them for Mr. 
Eaton," said the baronet, looking up at his 
son with a smile. 

" I should prefer attending to them my- 
self," said the amateur secretary, who was 
getting tired of the ornamental role, and who 
of late had done his best to make himself of 
real eei-vice to his employer. 
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" As yon please, of course, but I don't 
want you to bother yourself," said Sir 
William in his kindest manner. 

" You really make me feel myself a very 
incompetent person," said Gus, laughing, 
but with an air of pique, and he plunged at 
once into the business before him, as much 
as to say, " I'll show you I am worth my salt, 
and don't mean to be always treated as an 
incapable." 

Secretly pleased at this spirit, Sir William 
turned to work without another word. His 
instructions were completed, and he was 
just about to tell Fairbaim that he 
wanted to see him that evening in private, 
when Gus, rising from his seat with a look 
of excitement on his face, said, — 

" I want to have a few words with you at 
your first leisure, Sir William. Can you 
spare me a Uttle time this evening ? " 
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^^ It is odd, I was about to make a similar 
request of you. Come to me any time after 
nine, and you will find me here/' 

No sooner had he spoken than Sir William 
seemed already absorbed again in his papers, 
and his secretary withdrew. 

That night at the appointed time, Gus 
presented himself in the library, where for 
some time he had to await Sir William's 
coming. 

It was a warm evening, and the room, 
although large and lofty, had a heavy, 
stifling atmosphere, partly the effect of the 
town air outside, partly of the double doors 
and windows which kept out intrusive sounds.' 
It was always a quiet room, and the noises 

« 

from the streets penetrated only in a low 
rumble, and the soft, thick carpets and 
heavy draperies hushed the sound of your 
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voice as you entered ; but to-night, as Gus 
sat waiting, the quiet of the room seemed to 
him oppressive. On the writing-table stood 
a reading-lamp, which made a circle of light 
around Sir William's desk and chair, and left 
the rest of the room in shadow. Twice the 
clock on the mantelpiece chimed out the 
quarters before Sir William entered. 

** I am afraid I have kept you waiting. It 
was unavoidable,'' said he, in a hurried voice. 
If Gus had not been too much occupied by 
what was passing in his own mind he would 
have noticed Sir William's countenance, as 
he seated himself in the full light of the 
lamp. But he was too engrossed to be 
observant of its unusual expression. 

*'I shall not detain you many minutes. 
Sir WilHam," he began, not waiting to be 
interrogated ; '^ but you have taken so much 
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interest in my. affairs of late that I don't 
scruple to trouble you with what is strictly a 
private confidence." 

This was an auspicious beginning, and Sir 
William's face brightened. 

" You could not please me better than by 
giving me your confidence — your fullest con- 
fidence," said he, with marked emphasis. 

" Yon are very good," said Gus, but with 
less effusion of manner. 

The " strictly private confidence " probably 
meant some money difficulty, reasoned Sir 
William, so he went on, — 

" If I can advise you or assist you in any 
way it will be a great satisfaction to me to do 
so. Speak to me quite openly — and — and 
as a son would to his father, if you can." 

The iavitation put in that form was hardly 
well timed. 

"It is not for any paternal advice I have 
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to ask, Sir William," replied Gus, thinking 
the man hefore him was the strangest com- 
pound of coldness and expansiveness he had 
ever met. " It is to tell you of an important 
step I am about to take. I am going to be 
married." 

Sir WiUiam's countenance underwent a 
complete and rapid change. 

** Married ! " he exclaimed. ** What are 
you talking about?" He spoke more im- 
patiently than he was aware. 

" No doubt you are surprised. Sir William; 
my friends generally will be, I suppose ; for 
my engagement (for excellent reasons) has 
been obliged to be kept a secret. But I hope 
you don't think my marrying would be an 
obstacle to the retaining my engagement 
here," he added, amazed at the way in 
which the news was received. 

*' No, no — I don't say that, but it would — " 



\ 
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Sir William stopped, and added, " Please to 
tell me all aboat it : I am taken by sm^rise." 

" There is not much to tell," replied Gas, 
" except that I have long admired the lady, 
and that the first wish of my life will be 
reahzed in marrying her. She might of 
comrse do mncb better for herself, and I can 
never feel too grateful to her for consenting 
to marry a man 'who has neither name nor 
fortmie to offer her." 

Crus had intended to be cool and dignified, 
the more so as he saw the strong disapproTal 
written on his hearer's comitenance; bat the 
mere mention of Melusina's excellencies 
roused his enthusiasm and made his words 
come fast. 

"And who is this lady?" asked Sir 
William, in what seemed to Gas a tone of 
qmte ancaHed for severity. 
Miss Meadows. 
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^ ^ Miss Meadows — ^the singer ? Impossible ! 
It is impossible jou can make such a mar- 
riage." 

Gus drew himself up. 

*^ I hope not, Sir William. The lady 
consents, her father consents, and I am not 
aware that there is any one else who can, or 
who would even have any desire, to forbid 
our marriage." 

"I can and should j'' was the reply, and 
Sir WilUam turned white as death as he 
spoke ; '^ I should certainly forbid such a 
marriage." 

<<I think you forget to whom you are 
speaking," said Gus. "You are not ad- 
dressing a servant, or rather a slave, to whom 
you might dictate in such a matter," and 
he rose from his chair, feeling that he had 
been insulted. " Of course you have the 
right to deprive me of my situation, Sir 
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William Severn, and to make my marriage a 
ground for doing so if yon like, bnt you have 
no right to talk of forbidding my marriage, 
either with Miss Meadows or any one 
else." 

"Right!" said Sir William slowly and 
sadly. " Ah ! you and I would find it hard 
to define our relative rights. Sit down again 
and hear what I have to tell you." 

It had come at last, then, this long-delayed 
disclosure, forced upon him in this trying 
manner ! There was a moment's silence, a 
last inward struggle, and then Sir William 
Severn said, — 

" You wonder at my choice of words ? To 
talk of forhidding your marriage, even more, 
to claim a right to do so, sounds monstrous. 
And yet I hare some such right." 

Gns looked alarmed at the speaker's 
l^ange maimer and stranger words. 
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*' What do you mean ?'* he asked. ^^ On 
what ground can you claim such right ?" 

** On the ground of our true relationship/' 
said the elder man ; and rising from his seat 
he crossed to where Gus stood, and laid his 
hand on his shoulder. ** Listen, my poor 
fellow," he went on, looking steadily into the 
young man's face. ** You once gave me the 
outline of your history as far as it is known 
to you. I told you I did not care to hear it, 
and you thought it was out of consideration 
for your feelings. You little suspected that 
your history was, in some particulars, better 
known to me than to yourself, that I could 
have told you who was that unknown father of 
whom you spoke so bitterly y and — " 

The hand Sir William had placed upon 
Gus's shoulder was roughly shaken off. The 
young fellow drew back as though he had 
been struck in the face. 
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*'How dare you!" he exclaimed, **how 
dare you, Sir William Severn, begin this 
subject uninvited ? " 

*^ I dare to do so, Gus, because I am that 
man of whom I speah, and, whether you' 
believe it or not, the first wish of my heart 
is to win the rights and the affection I 
have forfeited, and recognize you as my 
son." 

As Gus looked at the speaker, he thought 
for a moment he had gone mad. But that 
slow, serious voice was the unmistakable 
voice of truth and reason. 

"It is a terrible shock to you, I see," 
went on Sir WiUiam in the same slow, sad 
voice. " I knew it would be, and many a 
time I have put off telling you what I am 
going to tell, in the hope that as we got to 
know each other better, it would become 
easier to disclose ; but it could never, I fear, 
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be anything else than very hard for me to 
tell, or for you to hear. I must go far back 
in my life — ^to a time when I was as young 
a man as yourself, and as impetuous." And 
Sir William told as much of that past history 
as it was possible to tell his son. 

When he had done, he waited for his 
hearer, who had never taken his eyes off his 
face all the time he was speaking, to say 
something. But Gus had retreated from 
him at the moment when he shook off his 

hand, and now stood several paces off, looking 
at him with eyes that shone with a fierce 
Ught in the shade. 

*^I am wondering. Sir William Severn, 
said he at length, slowly, " I am wondering 
whether I can believe one word you say. 
When men, on their own showing, are 
scoundrels, it wants something more than 
their own assertions to get their statements 
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believed. How long have yon known of 
our relationship, if it be true ? " 

Sir William told him. 

" Does any one else know of it ? " 

" Mr. Staynes knows of it." 

" He knows ? " said Gns, in a voice of 
amazement and grief. 

There was a paose, and then he burst 
out, — 

" Then I have been entrapped under your 
roof, I have been put into this felse position 
for your own purposes! Yon have made 
a pretence of a kindly interest in me, as 
a stranger, whoi in reality it was your 
guilty conscience that forced yon to do 
something for the son jon dared not acknow- 

** Ton are excited and nnhaj^y, or you 
.' .^ald use less bitter and violent words,'^ said 
Sir Vniliam, hardly aible to cinduze the com- 



THE LONG-DELAYED DISCLOSURE. 81 

tempt in his son's voice, ^^ What has been 
done has been done for the best, and with 
the object of putting you on famiUar and 
kindly terms with me before I disclosed 
myself to you as your father," 

That last word brought a flash into Gus's 
eyes. 

" My father ! Do you suppose, then, I am 
ready to regard you with fiUal afiTection ? 
Do you suppose I am going to pretend to 
respect the man who — ^who — (my God! 
that I should stand here to say it) who 
seduced my mother ? " 

He sank down by the table, and hid his 
face, and sobbed. 

**I ask neither for respect nor affection 
from you, in your present mood. The yio- 
lence of your feelings carries you away, and 
I must bear to hear things said which try 
me to the utmost. But if you were calmer, 
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I would tell yon Bometfaing of my own 
soffermgB of late, and how I desire to make 
yoQ Boch restitation as I can. I have here 
a scheme for sectuiiig yoor independence for 
the fatnie, which I had intended to discuss 
with you to-night." Sir William laid his 
hand on the deed as he spoke. " But you 
would not place futh in its statements, in 
the mood you are now in. We must defer 
it till to-morrow," and, with a sigh, he pushed 
away the document. 

" What scheme do you speak of ? " asked 
Gas, lifting np his head. " I am as ready 
to hear anything you may have to say now, 
as I shoold be to-morrow. The sooner we 
end our scene-making the better." 

Thns ungraciously in'vited, Sir William 
made known the liberal intentions he had 
formed. 
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His hearer looked startled, and for a mo- 
ment a less bitter expression stole over his 
face. 

" Wyecliffe Manor ? You da not mean — " 
He stopped, evidently seeking in his mind 
some explanation of the oflfer. 

* ' I mean that I am prepared to settle the 
property upon you immediately, and to give 
you such acknowledgment before the world 
as is possible, if you will accept the position 
I have foreplanned for you. It is the position 
of a country gentleman— one of some dignity 
and usefalness, and it would make you — " 
Here the speaker stopped a moment, under 
emotions Uttle suspected by Gus — " our near 
neighbour at Severn Hill, and bring us 
frequently and pleasantly together. In these 
my plans for your future, I need not say 
Miss Meadows bears no part. When you do 

G 2 
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marry, I hope it will be a lady whom Lady 
Severn and I could welcome amongst us as a 
daughter." 

** I am to understand then that you wish 
me to break off my engagement? " said Gus 
slowly. ** That you make this settlement 
conditional upon my marrying as you would 
approve ? " 

" I should certainly feel bound to modify 
my arrangements, were you to make a 
marriage so objectionable as the one you 
speak of. But I trust such necessity will 
not arise." 

*^ Thank you, Sir William Severn, now we 
understand each other," said Gus, putting 
into his words the utmost scorn they could 
convey. " You mean that you would have 
me take a leaf out of your own book, and 
desert a woman I had promised to marry ? 
You mean that you are ready to bribe me to 
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do this, by the promise of a fine fortune and 
such social position as I should gain by being 
acknowledged as your bastard son. Why, 
sir, you must think my notions of honour 
are on a par with your own ! " 

He stood there, facing his father with a 
flaming, countenance, all the pent-up bitter- 
ness of years swelling within his breast. 

*^ If I were starving in yon streets, I 
would not touch another penny of your 
money," he cried. '^I feel humiliated to 
think I have been taking your wages and 
living at your board, bitterly humiliated. 
For now it all comes to light, the motives 
for this wondrous kindness! I was to be 
won over and disarmed by your favours, so 
that when the time came when you should 
please to own me, I should be powerless, 
and my Kps closed from uttering inconve- 
nient words! This thing," taking up the 
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* 

deed, ** was to make all right between us, and 
be a reparation for my mother's wrongs ! " 

He threw aside the parchment, and with- 
out waiting to hear what reply was forth- 
coming, marched out of the room. 

But there was no reply forthcoming. 
The unhappy man who had had to hsten to 
this speech, stood there stunned and silent. 
Unreasonable as had been some of the re- 
proaches addressed to him, he had quailed 
before his son's scathing looks. He heard 
him cross the hall with rapid steps, he heard 
the outer door close with a loud bang, and 
then he slowly replaced the parchments in 
the lawyer's tin box, and sat down with a 
weary, hopeless face. 



CHAPTEB VI. 



*^ COULD I DESERT YOU NOW ? 



a 



OTKAIGHT from Palace Terrace to Ty- 
bumia Crescent, Gus made his way in 
an over- wrought state of mind that demanded 
inmaediate relief. Miss Meadows was at her 
supper (arrayed in the costume in which she 
had just quitted a concert-room), and was 
conveying a draught of porter to her lips at 
the moment when there came the visitor's 
impatient ring at the bell. 

" That's Mr. Fairbaim," said she to her 
father, seated opposite. **Put the pewter 
into the sideboard and vanish, Pa. I dare 



88 ARGUS FAIRBAIRN. 

say its something particular, coming at this 
hour," 

Miss Meadows was always prepared for 
her lover's fortune taking some startling 
and romantic turn. She had harely time to 
wipe the foam from her rosy Ups, when he 
entered. 

" Two encores, Gus, to-night ! C'est 
magnifique, n'est-ce pas, mon heau prince ? " 
she cried, as she rose to greet him smilingly. 
" Why, what's the matter ? " 

She was staring at him in amazement. 
He had a half-hewildered air, and there was 
still that look of fierce excitement and out- 
raged feeling on his face, 

'* There's much the matter," he replied. 
" I have had a great shock to-night, 
Meliisina. I don't know who, in all this 
world, is false and who is true — I hardly 
know whether such distinctions as truth and 
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falsehood exist. In my life, they seem inex- 
tricably mixed up, and have been ever since 
I could discern between them." 

^* What do you mean ? " was the wondering 
question. 

Then he told her what had happened, in 
the briefest words that could make what he 
had to say intelligible ; and when he had done, 
he sat down, leaning his head on the end of 
the couch, and burying his face in his hands. 

For a few moments there was silence. 
Melusina was overcome with surprise, not so 
much at the disclosure, as at the way in 
which it had affected the speaker. 

" Poor old darling ! " she murmured, 
bending over him and patting his head. 
" He mustn't take it to heart so ! " 

The words and the caress soothed him 
inexpressibly. His hand sought hers, and 
pressing it, he said, — 
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** Then you do not turn against me, 
Melusina ? Thank God ! " 

It was a critical moment for the lady, and 
she knew it. She must give an answer that 
would confirm their engagement, or put an 
end to it. She was not prepared for the 
latter. Eapidly surveying the position, she 
felt sure that a reconciliation between Sir 
William Severn and his son would ultimately 
take place, and that her unlucky suitor 
would yet prove a very eligible husband. 

If not a prince in disguise, he was at 
least something like it. The Sevems had 
no children, were very rich and highly 
connected, -and there was evidence of their 
strong interest in Gus from their recent 
behaviour. Besides, he was "an old dear, 
and looked so unhappy ;" for there was a tiny 
place in Melusina's heart where some womanly 
tenderness dwelt, though the accommodation 
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there was but small for the feelings generally. 
And SO she said, in a low voice, — 

** Do yon think, Gns, I could desert you 
now?** and as she returned the pressure of 
his hand, and put her lips to his forehead, 
he felt new blood flow to his heart, and the 
weight of the last few hours greatly re- 
moved, 

And now the change in his mood from 
depression to elation was magical. Even 
Melusina felt pleased with herself, and 
believed she was inspired by an unselfish 
devotion as long as she listened to her 
lover's warm words. Not often did she 
allow herself the luxury of these elevated 
emotions. It was pleasant (even when one 
didn't quite believe in it), to listen to his 
enthusiastic, generous talk. It was like the 
temporary distinction one derives from the 
company of one's social superiors, and 
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improves one's self-esteem. And then when 
descending from these altitudes Gus urged 
their speedy marriage, Miss Meadows could 
not but reflect that it would be easier to 
make terms with his family when the step 
was irrevocably taken; for there was no 
knowing what influences, adverse to herself, 
might be brought to bear upon her lover if 
the marriage were long delayed. 

And so, the next morning, Gus wrote a 
brief note to Sir WiUiam Severn, requesting 
that his clothes and all other belongings 
might be sent to the hotel where he had 
spent the night ; and in the course of the 
day the things arrived, accompanied by a 
letter, asking for an immediate interview, 
either there or in Palace Terrace. But Gus 
wrote back that any further discussion of the 
proposal made to him over-night would be 
useless and only give further pain, and that 
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he must decline to meet Sir William Severn 
again. Hurt and irritated by this behaviour, 
Sir WilUam resolved to let a httle time go 
by, for the young man's feelings to cool down, 
and his judgment to get the better of his 
temper. Meanwhile, he declined to allow 
his wife to attempt to mediate between 
them, as she offered and longed to do, 
though he followed her advice so far as 
to write to Mr. Staynes, and ask him to 
use his influence over his old pupil, and 
bring him to reason. But he disliked 
having recourse to his friend, and felt 
humiliated at having to call in any third 
person to intercede for him with his son. 
As his affection for Gus had increased, new 
susceptibilities had arisen in this quarter, 
and he had lately begun to feel a secret 
though unrecognized jealousy of Mr. 
Staynes's nfluence over him. 
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On the morning when Sir William's letter 
reached Llantgarvon, another letter from 
London lay on the rector's breakfast-table, 
which increased Mr, Staynes's anxiety. It 
was from Gus himself, and from its tone it 
was clear that he felt aggrieved by his old 
friend having allowed him to live under Sir 
William Severn's roof, all these weeks, in 
ignorance of their true relations. 

"I can hardly think," he wrote, "that 
you were a free agent in the matter, knowing 
as you do, the strong feelings I have always 
entertained against that unknown father, 
who, for years past has seemed to me so con- 
temptible and heartless a wretch, and whom 
I cannot suddenly regard in any &T0urabIe 
light, tliough he now stands disclosed to me 
in the person of Sir William Serem. From 
him, I will never accept further kindness or 
money, nor do I admit to feeling any gratitude 
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to him for the favours he has heaped upon me 
of late. I regard them as frauds, intended 
to extort regard from me, and fetter my 
freedom, when the time of enlightenment as 
to their origin should arrive. There are those 
to whom I do feel deeply gratefal — especially 
to Lady Severn and yourself. It appears 
she has known for some time of my true 
position ; she has written me a letter which 
only so good and noble-minded a lady could 
write. As for you, dear Mr. Staynes, you 
well know how much I owe to you in the 
past. If I am now about to disappoint you, 
and act in opposition to your advice, be 
lenient. To give up what I am asked to 
give up, namely, my engagement, and with 
it my self-respect, in order to obtain the 
countenance of my father, and the fortune 
he offers me, is simply impossible; and 
you, I am sure, would be the last person to 
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advise such baseness. My outlook in the 
future may be a poor one, but on that future 
I shall start with unstained, if empty, hands, 
and money coming from the quarter whence 
it is offered me would prove a curse sooner 
than a blessing, I am inclined to think." 

Knowing the temperament he had to deal 
with, Mr. Staynes wrote back very guardedly. 
Any incautious opposition would, he feared, 
only precipitate this undesirable marriage. 
** You are right," he wrote, " in supposing 
that I could not advise you to withdraw from 
your engagement merely on the ground of 
your pecuniary interests; but in the un- 
settled state of your affiurs, you can hardly 
think of manying at present* Besides it 
seems to me very desirable that you should 
have an opportunity of knowing more of the 
lady you are engaged to> before you under- 
take to pass a long life together^ also thai 
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you should be quite certain that the warm 
feeUngs you express towards her, are based 
upon something more than admiration for 
her talents and your common taste for 
music. Think well what you are about." 

But it was too late to ask Gus to stop 
and analyze the nature of his sentiments 
towards Miss Meadows. They had long 
since passed into a region of exaltation ; and 
ever since her utterance of that noble reply, 
*'Do you think, Gus, I could desert you 
now ? " Miss Meadows had stood upon a 
moral elevation which made her an object of 
devout adoration, and rivetted fast her wor- 
shipper's chains. 

** Yes, it was noble," he told himself, 
'* this devotion to a man without name or 
fortune, and he would repay it by equal 
devotion m return. Know more of her? 
Did he not know that she loved him for 
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himself, and what other knowledge did he 
want ? Far happier wonld his future he 
shared with her (even though they had 
nothing hut hard work in store) than a life 
spent in ease and luxury, purchased hy 
a disgraceful suhmission to his father's 
terms." 

Sir William Severn had already opened 
fresh negotiations with his son through his 
sohcitors. Finding that he would give no 
promise to delay his marriage, those gentle- 
men had withdrawn the oflFer of the proposed 
settlements, and had suggested to their 
client the substitution of a moderate annuity 
instead. But Gus declined to accept a 
shilling of Sir William's money; and the 
practical advice of Messrs. Magner and 
Carter (the latter gentleman was the father 
of his college friend) was quite thrown away 
upon him. The poor lad even felt irritated 
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and affronted by discussions which of course 
involved plain references to painful facts, 

' ' Come, come, my good friend, be reason- 
able," said Mr. Carter, in a kindly paternal 
way (for he could not but ask himself how 
his son Christy would have behaved under 
like circumstances); "our client's intentions 
seem to us very liberal, looking at all the 
circumstances of the case. You refused his 
first offer, because there were conditions 
attached to it which you say you could not 
agree to ; but there are no conditions 
attached to this second offer, which, in your 
own interests, I advise you to accept." 

But Gus repudiated not only the offer but 
also any belief in the generous intentions of 
Sir WiUiam towards himself, avowing that he 
looked upon them as mere concessions that 
had been wrung from him by the force of cir- 
cumstances, and the dread of public opinion, 
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" To close my month would be policy, 
yon see, Mr. Carter," said he. " These 
family secrets are liable to be made ns- 
pleasant use of, and are sometimee foond 
damaging to a pabhc man. Not that he 
need fear any reprisals of the sort at my 
hands," he added, with a sorrowful air. 
" I am not likely to proclaim my own shame 
by way of pnnishing him." 

" Bnt I don't see bow you are to live 
without his help. You can hardly look to 
Mr. Fairbaim for assistance any longer," 
said Mr. Carter; "that would hardly do." 

" Certainly not," said Gus, quickly. " I 
owe bfm too much already, and he is vexed 
with me for throwing up the profession I 
was intended for. I must depend upon 
myself for the future, of course." 

There was the confidence of youth in the 
speedi — ^a confidence which the man of 



''COULD I DESERT YOU NOW?" 101 

maturer age and experience was loth to 
damp, but he felt bound to point out the 
difficulties in store for him if he persisted in 
refusing the help that was offered him, 

*' Keinember you have no profession, and 
without wishing to disparage your acquire- 
ments, I may say that they are not of the 
most marketable kind." 
. Gus listened, thanked Mr. Carter for his 
advice, was of course unconvinced hj it, and 
went away from Lincoln's Inn, heartsore 
and angry at having to lay bare his feelings, 
and discuss, with a comparative stranger, 
matters that no tact nor delicacy of treat- 
ment could render anything but painful and 
humiliating. 



CHAPTER VII. 



MRS. LUKE's diplomacy. 



WHATEVER difficulties other people 
might find jusi now in adapting their 
conduct to the changed circumstances of the 
person on whom an ironical fate had bestowed 
the mythological name of Argus, there was 
one member of the Fairbaim family who 
felt no hesitation as to how it behoved her 
to act. Mrs. Luke had already invited Gus 
over to luncheon at Perth Lodge, in a letter 
so pleasantly and yet mysteriously worded, 
that he could not but ask himself what further 
surprise was at hand for him. 
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* * Carry and I have been wondering when 
you meant to favour us with a visit," said 
the lady quite cordially, as she shook hands 
with him on his arrival, '* Rumours of your 
numerous engagements in other quarters 
keep reaching us, but we never see anything 
of you at Perth Lodge now-a-days/' 

This was such a new tone that Gus 
felt the colour rising to his cheeks, for he 
fancied he understood its origin. But he 
was not at all prepared for what was coming 
next. 

" I am going to take you into my con- 
fidence," said she, '* and to ask a little 
favour of you. For fear Carry should come 
into the room, I must tell you it at once. 
We are indebted to you for our acquaintance 
with Lieutenant Bannister, but, I am sorry 
to say, we seem likely to lose it. A few days 
ago he made an offer of marriage to my 
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daughter, whom he has loDg admired, as I 
daresay yon know, and was rejected ! " 

" I am Teiy sony to hear it," said Gns, 
who had been too mnch taken np with hie 
own troubles jnst lately to have heard any- 
thing of his Mend's. 

"Yes, and we are all very sony ; for the 
marriage would have met with onr entire ap- 
proval," continued Mrs.Fairhaim. " Carry's 
refusal took ns all by surprise, for ve thought 
she liked him ; bat I have an idea that some 
one has lately prejudiced her against him — 
eaii something against his character, X 
mean." 

''*They are slanderers then, I'm sore," 
said Qns warmly. "There isn't a better 
or more htmoorable fellow living. Except 
that he is too careless with his money (of 
which by the way he has plenty), I don't 
believe he has a Sanlt." 
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'' I am glad to hear you say so. I am 
quite of your opinion," said Mrs. Luke. 
'' Now I want you to say a good word for 
your friend to Carry ; it will have weight 
with her, I know. I don't forget what ex- 
cellent friends you were as children ; and if 
you will do me this service, I will try and do 
you one in return." And the lady smiled, 
and looked at Gus in a significant and mys- 
terious way. 

** I don't want any pressing, I hope, to 

do either of them a service if I can. 1*11 

say good words of him by the score," said 
Gus. 

But when he found himself alone with 

Carry in the garden shortly after, he felt his 

task more embarrassing than he had expected. 

It was awkward beginning to talk to a young 

lady of the man she had just refused ; and 

Gus wanted to be not only a zealous but a 
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skilM advocate for his Mend, and to iutro- 
dnce the sabject naturally. With that view 
(and also because it was a subject ever near 
his heart), he began to speak of his own 
engagement — a theme which of coarse 
loosened his tongne immediatelj. The news 
was not received by his hearer with the 
enthosiasm he expected. He redoubled Ms 
eloqaenee, but only to receive the same 
monosyllabic rephes. 

" Yon don't congratulate me, Cany," said 
he, after a time. 

" Did I not ? Fm sore I wish yon every 
happiness." 

Bnt this answer did not satisfv him, and 
he tried to estract some more decided ex- 
pression of Oj^nioD fiom his old fiiaid and 
playmate. 

** Well then, Gas, if yxtu will make me 
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speak out^ I must say I am disappointed to 
hear of your engagement." 

*' Disappointed I Why?" 

** Well, Miss Meadows is not — not quite 
the sort of woman I thought you would have 
fancied," said Carry hesitatingly. 

' * Why that is, word for word, what Ban- 
nister said. I don't know what sort of 
woman my friends did think I should fancy 
— an angel, or a Princess of the Blood 
Royal, I suppose." 

Heaying a sigh over the prejudices that 
even the best people are liable to, he be- 
thought himself of the mission he had in 
hand, which the mention of his friend's 
name rendered it easy to introduce. 

** Of course, if there is anybody whose 
advice I would more willingly take than 
another's," he began, "it would be such a 
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friend's as Bannister ; bat in this matter the 
dear old fellow is clearly wrong. Yon can't 
think, however, what good judgment he 
has in a general way. He is so cheer- 
ful and full of fim that people don't give 
him credit for half the solid qualities he 
possesses. But I know him, and I'll under- 
take to say there's not a finer soldier nor a 
better man in the whole British army." 

Carry changed colour and looked embar- 
rassed whilst Gus thus lugged in the praises 
of his friend, 

**Come, Carry, I see you understand me," 
said he, stopping in front of the young lady, 
and looking at her earnestly. "Let me 
speak out frankly ; it will be your own fault 
if I am too bold, for you have always told 
me to keep on the old friendly footing, 
haven't you? Well, then, I've heard the 
news, and I'm dreadfully sorry about it. If 
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I had a sister, there is no one I would so 
soon see her married to as Ned Bannister — I 
can't say more for him, if I talk by the hour." 

" And even that may be saying too much," 
said Carry, flushing more deeply than before. 
" After the plain answer he had from me the 
other day. Lieutenant Bannister has no right 
to send you here to plead for him. I must 
beg you to say no more on the subject." 

Gus had never seen Carry look so dignified 
and offended. 

"But I miu^t say more," he replied, "if 
only to disabuse you of the idea that he sent 
me here. It was not through him even that 
I heard of his refusal. I expect he was too 
wretched to come and tell me, poor fellow !" 

" Then it must have been mamma who 
told you," said Carry, looking no whit less 
on her dignity, for the way in which her 
mother had openly encouraged this eligible 
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suitor had all along annoyed the poor girl, 
who, left to herself, would have been well 
inclined in his favour. 

"You are right," said Gus, "and as I 
think plain-speaking the best (to say no- 
thing of the certainty of your seeing through 
my clumsy attempts at diplomacy) I want 
to know, Carry, what it is that has lately 
changed you towards my old friend. Has 
any one said anything to prejudice you 
against him ? because, if so, I should have 
the greatest pleasure in contradicting them 
to their face." 

Cany looked even more confused than 
before. 

" I don't own to having any prejudice 
against your friend," she replied. 

" But I observe you don't deny that you 
have heard something to his dis&vour lately. 
If you'll only name the calumniators, I'll 
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bring him or her here and make them eat 
their words in your presence." 

But Carry first evaded the request for this 
person's name, and then looking much em- 
barrassed, declined to give her authority for 
any unfavourable opinion she might have 
formed as to Lieutenant Bannister. 

" It is of no use your asking any further 
questions, Gus," said she. " I would rather 
talk of your affairs than my own." But 
here the luncheon-bell rang, and they re- 
turned to the house. 

As soon as Carry had left the room after 
luncheon, her mother inquired of Gus how 
he had succeeded. 

'* I really can't say whether I have done 
more harm than good," he replied ; for he 
felt disappointed by the disinclination Carry 
had shown to take him into her confidence. 

Assuring him that good only could come 
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from his intervention, and hinting that he 
might tell his friend not to lose hope, but try 
his luck again after a time, Mrs. Fairbaim 
proceeded to disclose the nature of the 
service she proposed to render her visitor. 

**Now sit down again, Argus, and let us 
have a confidential chat together," she began 
cordially. *' I want to talk to you of this 
strange, and I may say fortunate discovery 
you have lately made, and of the way in 
' which you are inclined to view it.*' She 
either did not, or would not, see the frown 
that immediately overcast her hearer's face, 
and so went on — **Now I can understand 
something of your injured feelings, but I think 
you will be acting not only in a foolish, but 
in a very unforgiving and unchristian spirit 
if you continue to oppose Sir William 
Severn's wishes. His dear wife (a more 
charming woman I never met), instead of 



MRS. Luke's diplomacy. 113 

regarding you with any sort of enmity, as 
most wives in her position would do, displays 
the kindliest feeling towards you, and — " 

**I beg you will say no more," interrupted 
Gus. *^I think your introducing this sub- 
ject unasked shows a want of delicacy, 
and—" 

'*My dear boy," interrupted the lady, 
** remember I am a mother, and twice your 
own age, and it would ill become me to 
shrink from doing my duty from any prudery 
or false delicacy. Besides I have more to 
sav, so let me continue. I have heard of the 
unlucky engagement in which you have got 
entangled, and of the serious obstacle it is 
to a reconciliation between you and your 
father. Now I think I read Miss Meadows's 
character more correctly than you do ; I 
saw a good deal of the lady whilst she gave 
my daughter singing-lessons, and I believe 

VOL. III. I 
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I see a way of releasing you from the toils 
of a captivating, but I am afraid a designing, 
young person. Stay, hear me to the end," 
remonstrated Mrs. Fairbaim, as Gus indig- 
nantly interrupted her. " I am a woman of 
the world, though I hope not a worldly 
woman, and I am convinced that if some 
friend of yours, say myself for instance, 
were to make it evident to Miss Meadows 
that if she marries you she will have a 
penniless husband, whereas if she releases 
you from your engagement, your friends 
may feel disposed to make her some hand- 
some pecuniary compensation — " 

** Mrs. Fairbaim ! " cried Gus, all aflame. 
^* If I were to allow you a moment longer to 
utter these insults against a lady whom in a 
few days I hope to make my wife, I should 
be a sneaking scoundrel. Even if I were as 
much deceived in her as you represent me 
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to be, you certainly are not the person to 
undertake to open my eyes. You were 
never my friend, either as a lad or as a 
young chUd, when I was thrown upon your 
care on first coming to England ; and the 
cause of your cordiality to me to-day is plain 
enough. But I tell you, once for all, I don't 
care to count amongst my friends any man 
or woman who thinks better of me as the 
son of Sir William Severn than as the son of 
the poor Welsh girl who was my unhappy 
mother." 

" There is no occasion to introduce her 
name into this discussion," said Mrs. Fair- 
bairn, who felt greatly mortified at this 
result of her diplomacy. "Your mother is 
no more, and it ill becomes her son to drag 
her name forward by referring to— to cir- 
cumstances now long past, and which, m 
charity, we ought to forget." 

I 2 
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*' Yes, forget them when she is dead, and 
can no longer be hurt by wounding words or 
slights, but not before ! " said Gus, stung by 
the recollection of the way in which the 
woman before him had treated his mother. 
" It is because she is dead, Mrs. Fairbaim, 
and the past can never be set right now, that 
I should feel to be dishonouring her memory 
if, in order to obtain his money, I made a 
pretence of reconciliation with Sir William 
Severn. Let his admirers say of him what 
they will, he, a gentleman of station and 
education, did not scruple to win the affec- 
tions of a poor and firiendless young girl 
whom he — But there, I need say no more. 
I dare say you can see that there is little 
likelihood ot your becoming more intimate 
with Sir William and Lady Severn through 
any intervention of mine." 

"You are rude, sir, and of an ill-condi- 
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tioned temper, as you always were," said 
Mrs. Fairbaim, rising majestically from her 
seat, and moving to the door with an offended 
air. **I foresee nothing but misery before 
you, if you persist in your obstinacy, and 
only insult the friends who desire to help 
you. However, you are now of an age to 
manage your own affairs, and, speaking as a 
member of the Fairbaim family, I tell you 
candidly, that we must henceforth wash our 
hands of you." 

The scornful laugh that greeted these 
words was unheard by the lady, who had 
already quitted the room; but it reached 
another* ear, and jarred painfully upon it. 
As Gus strode out of the house. Carry 
hastened forwards from the conservatory to 
speak to him, but she drew back as she be- 
held his agitated face. He felt tempted, as 
he caught sight of her, to go back and ask 
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her whether she also disapproved his conduct, 
and *' henceforth washed her hands of him." 
But how could he talk on the subject of 
his mother's wrongs before a young and 
innocent girl ? 



CHAPTEK VIII. 

MELUSINA BEJOICES IN HER COMMON SENSE. 

A CCEPTING Mrs. Luke's behaviour as a 
sample of the new and fulsome attitude 
the world was ready to adopt towards him, 
under the influence of recent disclosures, 
Gus was filled with honest indignation. It 
would cost him but little, he felt, to break oflf 
relations with a society so false and sordid, 
and to cast in his lot henceforth with those 
true and disinterested friends who had shown 
no change nor variation in the hour of 
adversity. In that artist- world to which he 
would gain an introduction through his wife. 
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he would find men and women (so he told 
himself) of finer sympathies .and a mier 
charity — ^people who valued a man for what 
he was, and not for any accidental advantages 
of hirth or fortune. To hefit himself for 
that glorious fraternity, he resolved to work 
day and night, and devote himself to the 
serious study of music. 

That evening, on arriving at their house, 
he could not hut contrast the behaviour of 
Melusina and her father with the conduct of 
his other friends. There were no reproaches 
for him here, no attempts to persuade him 
to a wrong course of action from mercenary 
motives. They were kindly and cordial as 
ever ; nay, had been more so since the night 
when he disclosed to them his true position ; 
and — ^best proof of her affection ! — ^Melusina 
had consented to be married at the earliest 
day possible, in order that she might share 
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the fortunes, whether good or evil, of the 
man she loved. 

That day was now so near that the final 
arrangements had to he settled this evening. 
It was decided that the wedding was to take 
place as quietly as possible. The bride, 
under the escort of her father, was to meet 
the bridegroom at church, and, the ceremony 
over, the married couple were to drive out 
into the country for a quiet day, and resume 
the practical business of life on the morrow. 
This was starting on their matrimonial 
career in that modest spirit which Gus held 
before himself as an ideal to be steadily 
aimed at. There was some mention of a 
proper wedding tour to follow later on, when 
the London season was over. To the bride- 
groom's mind, a fortnight's ramble amongst 
the villages of Surrey, or along the nearest 
sea-coast suggested itself, circumstances per- 
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mitting. But the bride had visions (which 
much sustained her) of Baden-Baden, Brus- 
sels, and Paris, with a fair vista opening 
out in the months to come, of easy days, 
graced by fashionable clothing, the best of 
good Hving, and the comfortable conscious- 
ness on awaking in the morning, that there 
was not a stroke of work to be done the day 
through; for, once married, Melusina fully 
intended that her husband should behave 
like a reasonable being, .and accept the 
position and the fortune oflFered him by Sir 
William Severn. 

"And how did you get on with the 
lawyers?" she asked, when, Mr. Meadows 
having judiciously pleaded an engagement, 
they were left alone together. "Papa told 
me you were to have an interview with them 
yesterday." 

" I really did not remember that I had 
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named the matter to him," repKed Gus, with 
some snrprise. 

Anxious as she was for infonnation, 
Melnsina would hardly have put her question 
in that form, had she known that her father 
had obtained his knowledge by reading a 
letter he had found on the mantelpiece in 
his future son-in-law's rooms. Some uneasy 
suspicions in that direction stirring in. her 
mind, she replied, "Oh, you must have 
named it." 

"Well, I can't say much good came of 
it," said Gus, with a sigh. " The reopening 
of the subject was annoying to me. I 
refused to enter into the arrangements pro- 
posed. A stated income was offered me, but 
of course I declined it." 

Miss Meadows was searching for some 
music in a large portfolio at the moment, 
and her face was turned away from Gus. 
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He did not see the look of blank surprise, 
nor the sudden flush that overspread her face. 

"You did?" she ejaculated hastily; and 
then in a quieter tone, still bending over the 
portfolio, she added, " And what followed ?" 

" Oh, only disagreeable and useless argu- 
ments, in the course of which I spoke out 
my mind in a way which will offend Sir 
WiUiam no doubt, if my words are repeated 
to him.'* 

" One of the lawyers is a firiend of yours, 
is he not ? " inquired Melusina, after a pause, 
her &ce still turned away. 

" The father of a firiend of mine. He 
means me well, no doubt, though we don't 
agree in our views of the matter/' 

"Your views!'' said Melusina, raising 
her &ee, all flushed with stooping, " I should 
think not! You ought to live in one of 
those palaces in the story-books, where the 
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trees grow emeralds and rubies, and the 
vulgar word * money '.is never mentioned. 
Ah, ah!" she added, with a cheerful 
laugh, checking the dangerous impulse to 
speak out what was in her mind, ^^ was there 
ever such a proud fellow ? I expect jou said 
dreadfully bitter things, and made the 
lawyers quite ashamed of the terms they 
were oflFering. It is too bad they won't let 
us be happy in our own way, isn't it ? But 
I suppose they mean well, and we must 
forgive them.'* 

But Melusina could not have so well 
mastered her feelings, if she had known all 
that her lover had renounced. Such infatu- 
ation was beyond her imagination to conceive, 
though she was beginning to credit him with 
the smallest amount of common sense com- 
patible with sanity. 

She resolved, however, immediately to set 
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to work to counteract his rash and ridiculous 
conduct, and as soon as he had gone, sHe sat 
down to consider the best method of frus- 
trating what he had done. 

A way thereto dawned upon her at length, 
and, after several false starts, Melusina drew 
up what she considered a judicious, carefully- 
worded letter, which she copied out on her 
best note-paper next morning with the aid 
of the dictionary, and forwarded to C. Carter, 
Esq., Lincoln's Inn, with the word *' private " 
inscribed in one comer. Miss Meadows felt 
much relieved when she had taken this step, 
and rejoiced that nature had blessed her 
with good common sense. But when nature 
has given us small insight into character, 
and sympathies so limited that we are un- 
able to realize any states of feeling or 
motives of action unfamiUar to ourselves, it 
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is curious what terrible mistakes we are 
liable to make, even when we are gifted with 
much common sense, and are guided by our 
most self-protective instincts. 

The night before the wedding had come, 
and Gus was busy packing up a variety of 
things which he was about to dispose of as 
unsuited to his new circumstances. Though 
a few months ago he had found pleasure 
enough in possessing himself of these 
luxuries, he was parting with them right 
willingly ; for was he not about to exch^,nge 
his solitary bachelor life, with its selfish 
belongings, for the happier existence of a 
married man ? It is true he and Melusina 
would have only their own industry and 
exertions to depend upon; he had nothing 
in the world but the hundred and fifty 
pounds he had saved out of his salary ; but 
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then they had health, youth, and energy, and 
that mutual love which would make all 
difficulties light, all obstacles easy to sur- 
mount. When he had suggested to Mr. 
Meadows (as in honour he had felt bound to 
do) that he was willing to delay the marriage 
if he desired it, until he had obtained some 
more assured position, had not the father 
with paternal frankness, replied that ^'his 
daughter's happiness was so bound up in 
his, that a delay would now perhaps be 
injurious to her peace of mind " ? Ah, he was 
well loved by one person at least, and this 
great blessing bade fair to compensate for 
many a bye-gone sorrow. 

Thus communing with himself, and hum- 
ming meanwhile the " Gute Nacht " of 
Schubert, which Melusina had been singing 
to him that evening, there came a tap at 
the door of his apartments, and the landlady 
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announced that a gentleman wished to see 
him on urgent business. 

*' I make no apology for disturbing you," 
said the gentleman entering forthwith, "my 
errand must excuse me coming at this late 
hour." 

It was Mr. Carter who spoke, holding out 
his hand, and looking a little more excited 
than he usually did. Suspecting that the 
news of his coming marriage had reached 
the ears of Sir William Severn's lawyers, 
who were about to make some new protest, 
Gus requested Mr. Carter to take a seatj 
with a formally poUte air. 

''Thank you, I'll stand; I won't keep 
you many minutes. I only want to know 
whether this letter really expresses your 
sentiments before we attempt to take action 
on it. I should have received it earlier, 
but I have been away from home two days." 

VOL. III. K 
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"What letter are you speaking of?" 
asked Gus in a tone of surprise. 

" Well, if you don't know of it, you ought 
to do, for your name is made pretty free use 
of by the writer," was the reply; and as he 
spoke Mr. Carter handed him the letter he 
held in his hand. 

It was Melusina's judicious epistle. She 

wrote requesting the lawyers to take no steps 

at present with regard to the settlements 

Sir William Severn desired to make upon 

his son; "for she was happy to be able to 

inform Mr. Carter, in strictest confidence^ that 

Mr. A. F — b — n was reconsidering his 

hasty decision, and would ultimately, she 

felt sure, fall in with his father's wishes." 

She added that "A. F. deeply regretted the 

« 

violent expressions he had made use of; but 
she was sure Messrs. M. and C. would 
understand and excuse the irritability of on6 
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so unfortunately situated, and hoped Sir 
W. S. would not visit upon his unhappy son 
words spoken in haste, and which he was 
already willing to retract. No efforts should 
be spared on her part to bring about a better 
feeling between the parties, and she had 
every confidence that her exertions would 
in the end be successful, though as yet it 
might be well for no mention to be made of 
A. F.'s change of sentiments— he being so 
sensitive, and time being necessary for heal- 
ing wounded feelings. With apologies for 
the liberty she was taking in addressing a 
stranger, the writer was Mr. Carter's obliged 
and obedient servant, Melusina Meadows.'" 
Yes, the document was signed with her 
name ! Nothing but the sight of her own 
writing would have convinced Gus that 
she could have penned such a false, un- 
scrupulous letter. He turned very white 
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as he slowly laid it down, and looking 
up with a face that moved the man of 
business, said with quick-drawn breath, — 

" I never authorized this. I — I don't 
understand it." 

**I think I understand it," said Mr. 
Carter, dryly; "but she has overshot the 
mark." 

There was silence. Gus knew what was 
meant — knew that the lawyer intended to 
convey that the writer of that letter was a 
mercenary and treacherous woman. But 
faith such as his is not to be destroyed at 
one blow, however deadly. Though a cruel 
pain clutched his heart, he made answer 
as calmly as he could speak, — 

"As I tell you, Mr. Carter, I did not 
authorize this letter; but of course there 
will be a proper explanation of it given me 
when I ask for it." 
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*' I would advise you then to ask for it 
without delay," said Mr. Carter in the same 
dry way. " I shall be happy to communi- 
cate your altered sentiments to my client, as 
soon as I have your authority to do so." 

He said no more, knowing that the letter, 
which he purposely left upon the table, 
would do its own work without comment 
of his, and with a brief good-night withdrew, 
for it was cruel to stand a spectator of such 
misery. 

Gus stood where the lawyer left him for 
several minutes, motionless as a figure of 
stone. Around him a dark and raging sea 
had suddenly risen, and he was seeking 
wildly for escape. 

" Ah ! the explanation ! yes that would set 
all right. He could see it all now ! It was 
Melusina's love for him — ^her desire that 
their marriage should not injure him, that 
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had caused her to write this foolish letter. 
Perhaps her father had urged her to it ; in 
any case she had hoped to maKe peace." 

Such were the assurances in which he 
Bought comfort. Bat when, raising his 
head, his eye fell again upon the letter — 
when he re-read its unscrupulous mis-state- 
ments, and marked that it hore the date of 
that night when he had told her of his 
rejection of the money that had heen offered 
him, and his reasons for doing so, he 
suddenly rose up with a strangled feeling in 
his throat. 

^< She had told Ues — Ues that made him 
look mean and mercenary, and her motive 
was to get possession of this money ! " 

*' Stay !" he cried, seizing the last vestige 
of a hope. " She never wrote that letter. 
They are cheating me with some forgery. 
She will disown it ! " 
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He would have hastened back to her at 
once, but before he had time to leave the 
house the church clocks were striking mid- 
night. It was too late; He flung himself 
into a chair, and sat there stunned and 
powerless — how long he knew not ; but when 
he rose up, feeling cold and sick, the summer 
morning was breaking over the house-tops 
opposite. His wedding-day had come. 



CHAPTER IX. 



A WEDDING-DAY. 



TTE was standing in the drawing-room of 
the house in Tybumia Crescent. He 
had been there ten minutes, and his agita- 
tion was increasing so rapidly that he could 
almost hear his heart beat, in the violence 
of its pulsation. He was dressed as became 
a bridegroom ; but his face had rather the 
sad and startled expression of one who has 
looked recently on the face of a dead friend, 
than the glad air of a man awaiting his 
promised bride. 

*' Would it be better to keep silence until 
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after they were married ? Was it not now 
too late to ask for any explanation of this 
letter ? If no explanation were forthcoming, 
what then?'* 

Such were the questions Argus Fairbaim 
was debating within himself, as he stood 
there with the ring in his waistcoat pocket, 
which in another hour or so was to unite 
him and Melusina Meadows in bonds that 
deatli only would unloose. Yes, come weal 
or woe, they two would have to travel on 
together side by side through the rest of 
life's journey, and get what comfort they 
could from the companionship. 

The bride had been disturbed at her 
toilette by the news that the bridegroom 
was waiting to speak to her below. Her 
foot was already on the stairs, and in another 
moment the door opened. 

** Why, how is this ? I thought we were 
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to meet at church!" she exclaimed, as she 
entered the room. She had not stayed to 
complete her attire, but had put on a blue 
cashmere dressing-gown trimmed with swanks- 
down — the only expensive article yet pur- 
chased for her trousseau. It became her 
admirably; and with her hair hastily 
arranged in graceful confusion, and her 
colour heightened by excitement, she looked 
remarkably well — as she knew. 

'^Melusina, I hope you will forgive me," 
he stammered huskily. •*! am afraid I 
have startled you, but — but — ^I want to 
know — " 

He could not finish : he already repented 
of hiis errand. Even had she acted against 
his wishes in this matter, she had erred 
through her love for him and out of con- 
sideration for his interests. A few hours 
hence he would be able to speak to her with 
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the openness and the tender authority of a 
husband. 

The thoughts passmg through his mind 
gave a look of such intense anxiety to his 
face, that Melusina, half frightened, ex- 
claimed, " Oh, what is it ?" 

He took one of her hands between both 
of his, and gazing earnestly into her eyes 
said slowly, — 

" Melusina, do you really love me — mcj the 
man who stands before you, without name 
or fortune ? Are you prepaifed to take me 
for better for worse — to hold to me in 
poverty and trouble, if they should come 
upon us?" 

"Oh, pray don't let us rehearse the 
marriage service beforehand. How you 
have frightened me ! Of course I love you." 

She withdrew her hand from his, as she 
spoke, and stood looking at him in a half- 
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vexed, half-startled way. Then he took out 
her letter from his pocket. At the sight of it 
she knew what was coming, and braced 
herself up for the contest. 

"How came I to write that ?'* she cried, 
repeating his words with a queer little laugh 
but apparently without anger, " why, because 
neither you nor I can afford to humour our 
fine feelings at the expense of our pockets. 
Luckily, my dear Gus, you are about to 
take a wife who knows the value of money, 
and won't allow you to throw away a fortune 
if she can help it." 

Looking at her with a wondering sadness, 
he replied, — 

"But I have been compelled to disavow 
your letter. Granted that you meant me well, 
how could you write what you knew I should 
disapprove, and what — " (here his mouth 
twitcli|d) " and what was not true?'' 
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'' Because I meant to make it true," said 
Melusina, with the same ill-judged sprightU- 
ness, "because I am going to have a 
romantic old goose of a husband, with no 
more idea of the expenses of housekeeping 
than a babe ; and because I mean to reconcile 
him to his long-lost parents, and put him on 
the best of terms with all his aristocratic 
connexions before I've done. You'll see." 

The blood rushed violently over her 
hearer's face as she uttered this speech. 

*'I am afraid you greatly mistake my 
position and the view I take of it," said he, 
with an effort at calmness. "It is better, 
Melusina, to speak out in the plainest terms, 
than that there should be misunderstanding 
between us hereafter. Under no circum- 
stances shall I ever take a penny of Sir 
WiUiam Severn's money, nor can I consent 
to your doing so." 
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*'Why what else in the world shall we 
have to Uve upon, pray?*' cried Melusina, 
with most naive indignation. 

* 

^' Our own work and talents. I thought 
we were each of us prepared to face the 
future with — " But he could not speak 
of the future he had dreamt of, and after 
a pause, during which there was a convulsive 
movement in his throat as though his words 
choked him, he added, *' Surely you would 
not have had me act differently, Melusina ? 
You would not have me sponge upon this 
man and accept his money as a reparation 
for the past?" 

**I would have you act with a little 
common sense," she repUed, with heightened 
colour, and her eyes beginning to sparkle. 
^' Sponge indeed ! Isn't Sir William Severn 
your own natural father; and doesn't he 
want to do what's right by you ? Haven't 
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these things often happened before in good 
families, and folks moved in the best of 
society afterwards, although they had never 
been bom in wedlock ?" 

Had the woman's face before him sud- 
denly grown gross as a Satyr's, and her 
beauty fallen off her Uke a mask, her 
hearer could hardly have been more shocked ; 
from crimson he suddenly turned pale as 
death. 

''It's all very well to talk of work and 
talent," went on Miss Meadows, with an 
impatient wave of her white arms, and with 
growing anger in her voice, *'I have had 
enough of work to last me my lifetime, and 
I think it is time somebody else worked for 
me, or put me in a position where work 
wasn't wanted," 

She was not unobservant of the cold 
horror that was stealing into the eyes that 
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gazed upon her. Irritated by it and his 
silence, and yet avoiding his gaze, she 
continued, — 

*'I hate people to be nonsensical and 
romantic. Thank God, I am not romantic 
myself, and never pretended to be ! I have 
been obliged to look at things practically 
all my life, and I know what poverty is, and 
I hate it, and nothing on earth would make 
it tolerable to me, and if at this stage 
of things you expect — ' ' 

She stopped. The folding-doors behind 
her had just opened. 

'' If you expect to break oflf the marriage, 
you are mistaken, sir," put in a man's voice ; 
and Mr. Meadows, who had been listening 
in the next room all the time, appeared on 
the scene with an excited face. 

^'Do you suppose," he cried, marching 
up to Gus, " that I shall allow my child to 
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be insulted and robbed of her rights ? Do 
you suppose, sir, that I should ever have given 
my consent to this marriage if I hadn't 
ascertained that property was to be settled 
upon you ? Your conduct is disgraceful and 
— and fraudulent. My daughter shall have 
a proper settlement made upon her, and the 
baronet shall know what we think of your ' 
rascally behaviour." 

But Gus hardly heeded the old man*s 
raging words, in which such expressions as 
" breach of promise," '' action for damages," 
etc., were freely mingled. He was thinking 
in a confused way that he had some time or 
other seen or read of such a scene as this 
in a comedy, and thought it a highly ludicrous 
situation. But alas! it was tragic enough 
when the actors were in deadly earnest. 

"Pa, you had better keep quiet, or leave 
the room," interposed the daughter, dis- 
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ceming thai matters were being poshed to 
hopeless ertremitieB. " 6ns aod I vill talk 
matters over, if you'll go away." 

She held open the door for her lather to 
pass throngh, and at a sign from her he 
obejed. As soon as they were alone together. 
Miss Meadows sank down on a chair and 
sobbed, and rocked herself to and bo, as 
though her angnish were more than she 
could bear. It was dreadfiil to see her 
thus — dreadfiil for Gas to feel that he had 
no comfort to offer her — that his heart was 
growing colder towards her ererj moment. 
A nnmbing chill seemed passing over all 
his Acuities, freezing oat all sensibilities, 
hopes, desires. But even in this state, 
his mind was woiking ronnd this one ques- 
tion — " Was he not still in honoor bound 
to marrvher?" 

•• Coaid he withdraw at this stage of 
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things ? What alBfront could be greater 
to a woman than to have her marriage 
broken oflf at the last moment ? For her 
sake, ought he to accept this money ? If 
only she had shown some sign of loye or 
even womanly feeling ! " 

Her voice broke in upon his distracted 
thoughts* 

'* Oh dear, how dreadful it is I The 
brougham will be here directly. I am the 
most miserable woman in the world." 

"We have only our two selves to deal 
with now," began Gus, with a thick un- 
certain utterance ; "you heard a few moments 
since what your father said ; but I cannot, I 
will not believe that he spoke your mind as 
well as his own." 

What more he said he could never after- 
wards remember, but he tried to justify his 
decision with regard to the money. She 

L 2 
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listened with a half-averted face, and her tears 
ceased to flow. She could tell from the tone 
of his voice that her old power over him was 
gone, never to return ; even to his own ear 
his words had a false, unnatural sound. 

"Yes, we should feel happier," he said at 
last, "far happier supported by our own 
honourable labour, than Uving on the bounty 
of a man upon whom I have claims it is 
true, but claims I am ashamed to own. 
Do you not agree with me ?" 

"No !" replied Melusina in a firm voice, 
and she rose from her seat with a face 
glowing with downright anger, "I don't 
agree with you, and what's more I never 
should I The long and the short of all your 
fine speeches, I can see, is that I may go 
back to my old drudgery and earn nioney 
for others to spend, as I have done all 
my life; but I'm not inclined to do it. 
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I can't support a husband as well as a father, 
and so I tell you plainly." 

*' Support me ?" he cried, recoiling from her. 

It was an insult that no love could brook, 
or even survive. It was a mortal blow aimed 
at love itself. 

"Yes, support you! for that's what it 
means," she went on, resolved to speak her 
mind now the game was played out. " Do 
you think I haven't enough sense to know 
that with your notions you'll be a poor man 
all your life, and never able to maintain a 
wife as I mean to be maintained when I 
marry?" 

"If ever I felt tempted to accept this 
money," said Gus, speaking slowly and 
with a concentrated bitterness, " it is at this 
moment, that you might take it, every penny 
of it, and enjoy it to your heart's content ; 
but to share either riches or poverty with 
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you would now be impossible. You do 
well to leave me no iUusions— to show me 
that I have loved a woman whom you no 
more resemble than — " 

But what availed reproaches ? What 
words could touch a heart so steeled in 
egotism and sordid self-seeking? He 
stopped, and as he did so, there came the 
sound of wheels in the street, followed by a 
knocking at the hall-door. Melusina flew to 
the window. 

"I thought so," she cried, **and you 
stand there railing at me, when yonder 
is the carriage that was to have taken us to 
church I " She turned round with tears, real 
tears standing in her eyes, and in a pas- 
sionate, naiserable voice went on — " Go down 
and order them away. It's hard enough to 
be made a fool of before one's neighbours, 
without having to listen to your cr-cruel 
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speeches. Go down, and make what tale 
of it you please. You don't care what injury 
is done to me. You wouldn't mind if it 
k-killed me. And when you have gone, 
d-don't come back again — never — never any 
more/' 

Strange inconsistency ! At that moment, 
had it been possible, Melusina would have 
recalled every bitter word she had uttered, 
and accepted all risks of fortune if she could 
have shared them with the man before her. 
Something in his looks had either touched 
her heart, or the flame of passion had sud- 
denly leaped into life, at the thought of 
losing him for ever. But it was too late. 
Not all the arts of all the enchantresses from 
Delilah downwards, who have befooled men 
to their ruin, could have won him back, or 
revived the love she had so ruthlessly slain. 

He was gone almost before the last words 
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had passed her lips, and she was left alone in 
her miserj and mge, frightened at what she 
had done. 

"Have yon made it np with him, my 
dear? Has he signed anything?" whispered 
a voice ere long, and the old man peered 
caationsly into the room. 
' "If yoo ever dare to mention his name 
again, I will mn away, and leave yon to beg 
your bread!" cried the danghter, in a voice 
which made her father tremble. "Yes, 
stare at me, I have driven him away, and 
he'll never come hack again ! He's fonnd 
us out, and I'm glad of it — I'm glad of it 1 " 
and she hurst into a fit of hysterical laughter 
as she rushed past the astonished old man. 
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^^ Y^S^ ^* ^^s all over! She had left no 
farther illusions possible, as he had 
told her. His friends had taken the true 
measure of ner after all.*' 

As he hurried away from the house, 
Argus Fairbaim's cheeks burned with shame, 
and he felt almost maddened with the sense 
of outraged trust and affection ; for he had 
truly loved and believed in this woman, 
and seen her in the light of a generous 
enthusiasm, which had completely trans- 
formed and idealized her. 
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" How they must have laughed," he re- 
flected bitterly, f' at the poor credulous fool 
who persisted in beUeving that he was so 
truly and unselfishly loved, when all the 
time he was the victim of the most obvious 
and sordid designs ! Good God ! There was 
no such thing, then, as love or honour to 
be found upon earth ! Where you had the 
best right to expect sincerity, you en- 
countered falsehood ; where you looked 
naturally and by instinct for uprightness 
and all that is to be reverenced, you met 
with concealment and shame. Had not this 
been hig experience of life, from his boyhood 
until now? It was not the first time a 
cherished beUef had been rudely overthrowu 
and destroyed," 

Argus Fairbairn's heart was filled with a 
consuming fire, which threatened to bum up 
all love and wholesome faith, and to make 
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of him a despairing and a reckless man. 
Had his love known any more honourable 
death — had his marriage been broken oflF by 
stress of circumstances, or even by a gradual 
lessening of regard on Miss Meadows' part, 
he could have borne it better. But to find 
he had been loving a cold-hearted, calcu- 
lating woman, who had been all along 
trafficking in his aflfection, and whose 
natural coarseness of temperament was at 
last revealed to him when it was no longer 
worth her while to hide from him her true 
self, was intolerable. 

Whatever eflfect these things were to 
have upon him, they were, for long to come, 
to be unknown to all who had hitherto 
known him. Forty- eight hours after his 
parting from the woman who was to have 
been his wife, he had left England, resolved 
to try his fortune in some other and distant 
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pftit of the vorld, where no mmoor of his 
prerions histoiy Toold follow him. Two 
things impelled him to this — first, the urgent 
necessity for some immediate activitv, which 
shonld engross his attention, and tear him 
awaj from himself ; secondly, the desire to 
escape all comments of friends, whether 
sympathetic or the reverse, and all offers of 
help and obligations thereby incorred. He 
had made his bed, and he most lie npon it : 
henceforth he wonld rely npon himself^ and 
fight the battle of life single-handed. 

Bat an ever-present sense of wrong, acting 
on a proud and sensitive nature, does not 
form a fitting preparation Car going forth to 
try one's (ortajie amongst strangers. 

To a man already sonred by adverse 
earcnmstances (some of which have dated 
inm tiis birth and have confronted him in 
varioos trying ways through life), it only 
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needs an increase of the strain he has long 
been bearing, to break down his fortitude 
utterly and propel him along a downward 
and dangerous path — to a man constituted, 
that is, as Argus Fairbaim was. Men of 
more heroic fibre, of stouter virtues, may 
grow stronger by the conflict with mis- 
fortune and an unkind fate ; but the heroic 
type, alas ! is rare amongst men. 

Argus Fairbaim was fashioned on the 
model of our ordinary humanity — capable, 
that is, of a certain resistance against 
adversity, a certain self-reliance, and per- 
severance, but hable to lose heart and 
succumb under a protracted trial of these 
virtues. 

For some time it was supposed — by those 
who cared to inquire after him — ^that he was 
merely keeping out of the way of his friends 
during the first bitterness of mind caused 
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by recent discoveries. But time went on, 
and no tidings of him reached either the 
rectory at Uantgarvon or his firiends in 
London. Then came a period of doubt and 
anxiety, followed by searches and inquiries 
set on foot at first by Mr. Staynes, but 
continued oyer many months and with the 
utmost activity by Sir William Severn's 
lawyers. 

" Of course, after his behaviour, I con- 
sider I am freed from further responsibihties 
towards him," said Sir William, with an 
air of cold severity, addressing his friend 
and legal adviser ; " but he must not be 
allowed to go to ruin, if it can be helped. 
You understand me. Carter," he continued, 
looking at his old acquaintance, '' if money 
can find him, he must be found." 

Not a line in the speaker's face, not an 
inflection in his voice betrayed anything like 
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emotion; but it did not require the keen 
eye of a man like Carter to detect the 
wounded feelings hidden under that im- 
passive air* 

" We will find him, if possible/' was his 
reply, **but I won't disguise from you that 
it may be difficult. I fear he won't answer 
our advertisements. He is headstrong, and 
he—" 

" And he distrusts and hates the man 
who desires to befriend him!" put in Sir 
William, filling up the pause. ** I know it. 
Carter — I know it. K you had seen his 
face — " He stopped, and rising from his 
seat, said, "There, I have said enongh. 
Do your best for me, and let me hear as 
soon as you have any tidings of him." 

But no tidings were forthcoming. Whether 
he had emigrated, or had remained in Lon- 
don under a new name and such disguises 
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as might conceal bis identity, conld not be 
fomid oat. 

Weeks wore into months, months into 
years, and those who had known Argus 
Fairbaim in the old days remained ignorant 
of his fate, and knew not whether he still 
lived, or had found an escape from a troubled 
life in death. 

And thronghoat this weary time, the faee 
of his son as he had last beheld it tamed on 
him in scorn and hate, rose before Sir 
TTiUiam Serem day and night, and made 
his life heaTy with the sorrow which is with- 
out hope. 
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CHAPTER I. 



A WANDEBEB. 



A FINE morning in early summer was 
dawning over sea and land; and the 
newly risen sun shone on the eastern windows 
of Llantgarvon Rectory, tinting the high rocks 
with a ruddy glow, and painting wondrous 
gleams on the sea horizon. The inmates of 
the house still slept ; but ere long a window 
opened, and the rector looked out. He was 
frequently the earliest riser in the house, and 
loved to let in the fresh garden odours to his 
room, and to hear the birds' voices before 
he sat down to work. 
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The course of life at LlaQtgarvon Rectoiy 
had for the most part nm smoothlj and 
oneTeDtfally of late years; but Time had 
wrought changes, even within its qniet walls. 
The rector's mother was dead, his sister 
married, and, save when some old college 
friend or pnpil came to visit him, Mr. Staynes 
was generally alone with his books and his 
parish work. Bnt he was no more of a 
recluse than of old; he was too healthy- 
minded a man to shut himself out from the 
human interests around him, From time to 
time he went up to London (generally to see 
his pubUshers), or spent a week with some 
old friend at Oxford, returning to his study 
with a mind braced for fresh work — work 
which was designed to instruct and benefit 
the world viliea he would be lying yonder 
ander the yew trees in his own churchyard. 
Some reflections on that time has just 
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stolen through his mind as he stands there 
at the window. Stirred by it he betakes 
himself at once to his desk; for Mr. 
Staynes has visitors at the rectory — a former 
pupil, who has brought down with him a 
young wife and a couple of children to 
make known to his old tutor; and Mr. 
Staynes is desirous to be free for his 
guests the rest of the day. He is roused 
from his papers about eight o'clock by the 
sound of voices and laughter rising up from 
the garden, and moving to the window sees 
his old pupil — a big-bearded man — racing 
round the lawn with a little boy on his 
shoulders. It is Captain Bannister and his 
son, and the lady yonder is his wife, who 
looks as charming and almost as youthful as 
in the days when the ensign first fell in love 
with Carry Fairbaim. The course of their 
love has been sufficiently troubled to test its 
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fidetitj. Shortly after those passages in it 
already related, the Crimean War broke out, 
and Lieateuant Bannister passed throngb its 
early stages gaining, if no other great dis- 
tinctions, the honoorable one of an ngly 
wonnd, which had for a time imperilled his 
Hfe. It was in the interesting capacity of a 
wonnded hero that he returned home to re- 
commence his suit, and eventually win the 
hand of the lady he had so faithfoUy loved. 
As the hero's health was for some time 
affected, the married couple were ordered to 
the south, from whence they have only lately 
returned. 

" You can't think how we enjoy this lovely 
morning, Mr. Btaynes," says Mrs. Bannister, 
as her liost greets her. " It is perfect." 

"Whtit! after Italy ?" be asks. 

"Yes, quite perfect, though in another 
way. EYcrything is so fresh and green ; and 
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there is such wonderful repose in this view of 
the old church and the silvery-grey bit of sea 
yonder. As for the appetizing air, my hus- 
band, I am ashamed to say, has been calling 
out for his breakfast ever since he awoke." 

" Then let us go in at once and see what 
the cook has got for us." 

They went in, and Captain Bannister gave 
his host good proof that he was no longer 
an invalid. A happier, healthier-looking 
man it would have been hard to find, and as 
for good looks, his wife was not the only 
person who thought him greatly improved by 
his bronzed skin and Crimean beard. The 
meal over, they strolled into the garden 
again ; and with his wife hangmg on his arm, 
and his old tutor by his side, the captain 
walked up and down, finishing the stoiy he 
was teUing of a certain memorable encomiter 
with the Bassian outposts. 



168 ABGCS FAIBBAIRN. 

" Snppose the rising gronnd np there is 
the enemy's position, and the fellcnr yonder 
standing hy the churchyard gate is a sen- 
tinel — well, we advance, and — " 

As the captain pointed his walking-stick 
at the imaginary foe, the person representing 
that character dropped hack as suddenly as 
though a real weapon had been lerelled at 
him, and disappeared in the little fir planta- 
tion that skirted the churchyard waU. They 
all three noticed the man'sflight, and laughed. 

" I declare you have frightened some 
harmless stranger hy your warlike gestures," 
said the young wife ; " pray, Edward, tell 
your stoiy with less animation." 

Whilst the captain is thus engaged, we 
will follow the figure who has so suddenly 
disappeiiri'd from their sight. But first let 
us relate how the figure came to be standing 
by the churchyard wall at that moment. 
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Whilst these three happy folks were awak- 
ing this morning to a day of peaceful enjoy- 
ment and perfect content, there had been 
another awakening not far from them of a 
very different sort. In the dead of the night, 
whilst the rector and his household slept, a 
tired, travel-worn man had stolen into the 
church porch and there fallen asleep. He had 
been on foot many hours, and, succumbing to 
his fatigues, hehad slept so heavily that, when 
a labourer crossing the churchyard to his daily 
work had entered the porch to take a look at 
him, he did not awake. From his tired looks 
and travel-stained appearance, the labourer 
judged that the stranger had not passed the 
night in a good bed very recently, and that 
sleep was the best thing for him, so he did not 
disturb him. Besides he wore a beard, and 
his clothes had a foreign cut, and these things 
do not inspire the rustic mind with confidence. 



1 



170 ABGDS FAIRBAIRS. 

Save the plonghman, and a yonng lamb that 
had walked into the porch and stared com- 
placently and mcmioQsly at the traveUer, no 
one had been near him. He awoke at 
length, feeling cold and stiff, and startled 
for the moment to find himself amidst such 
strange smromidings. Shiyering wearily as 
he looked aroond him, he got ap, and goii^ 
oat into the smilight stood and gazed npon a 
scene as wann and bright as heart conld 
dedre. 

Bnt the trareller's face did not brighten 
as he regarded the pleasant old hoose and 
the smmnj garden below him. He had 
come many a mile to behold the spot once 
more, bat now he was near that well-known 
threshold his heart mi^are him. 

" Should he go in yonder, or return the 
way he had come?" he asked himself de- 
jectedly, as he leaned on the chnrchyard 
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wall. ** Could the story of the Prodigal's re- 
tmn be acted between any other than a real 
fether and son ? Was it not now too late to 
play the part of a repentant sinner with any 
prospect of being believed ? Kepentance ! 
bah ! " 

The man gave a shrug and a bitter little 
laugh, and walking back to the church stood 
and gazed in through one of the windows. 
Yonder was the place where he used to believe 
he repented when he had done wrong as a boy ; 
yonder where he had sat and listened to the 
preacher's voice with tears rising in his eyes 
and contrition in his heart. How it all came 
back again ! Those pleasant Sunday morn- 
ings, when the birds sang and the sheep 
bleated outside ; when an atmosphere of 
peace lay on all the world, and sin was a 
thing vaguely apprehended and shuddered at, 
but remote as death to a child's mind. He 
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could recall his first visit to that church, how 
he had walked hand in hand with the rector 
up the steep path from their own gate (much 
impressed with the white surplice he wore) 
promising to be a good boy, and succeeding 
so far that he did not go to sleep till the 
middle of the sermon. Why in those days 
inattention to sermons was a sin, a sin which 
would lay heavy on his conscience for days 
after, while now — 

He turned away and walked to and fro in 
the grass. If there was one thing still left 
to him from that time, it was the unchanged 
beUef that his old tutor was the best and 
most merciful of men. It was this belief 
that had brought him down here; and if 
he shrank from approaching him, it was 
from no distrust of him, but from a doubt 
as to whether he had not forfeited the 
right to appear in his presence again. And 
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yet he longed for the sight of that calm, 
good face, which had never been turned 
towards him except in love, or mild reproof. 
To sleep again one night in his old bedroom 
yonder, and awake with the feeling that he 
was in the only place that he had ever called 
** home,'* would be like awaking into a new 
life with a new future before him. Yes, he 
would go down to the house at once, and ask 
an admittance, which he knew would not be 
denied. He hastened down the path and 
had reached the churchyard gate, when he 
stopped. 

Yonder was the rector himself, but he was 
not alone ; a lady and gentleman were with 
him, whom he did not recognize until they 
looked up at him in the manner described. 
Then he understood it all in a moment, and 
retreated into the plantation. 

To disclose himself before those two was 
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impossible. He could have borne the 
sorrowful looks of his old master and friend, 
but not the shocked and estranged faces of 
the companions of Jds childish days. He 
would seem to them a vagabond in his shabby 
clothes ; they would shrink from him in dis- 
gust. But he must seek some roof at once, 
for he was tired and had not tasted food for 
many hours : so he made his way out through 
the further side of the plantation, and 
descended to the Uttle inn below, where he 
got a meal in a dirty room that smelt of stale 
tobacco and the fishing-nets drying in the 
sun outside. 

On a bench near the door sat the owners 
of these same nets — brown, weather-tanned 
fishermen— all known to him by sight; but 
there was no fear of his being recognized by • 
them in return. Their recollections of the 
parson's pupil were of a handsome young 
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fellow with cnrly hair, a bright smile, and the 
dress of a gentleman ; but the man sitting at 
his solitary meal had a gloomy countenance, 
his hair was closely cut in a foreign fashion, 
and his clothes were almost as rough and 
soiled as their own. He went out, when he had 
done his meal, and asking one of them for a 
light, filled a short pipe and walked oflf down 
the shore in the blazing sunshine. He wan- 
dered on till he came to a cave where the sun 
could not penetrate, and there he stretched 
himself on the smooth sand, and gazed out on 
the shining sea, smoking and dozing, for he 
was very weary, and tjhe day had turned sultry. 
He had often pictured to himself this cave 
when far away, in moments of unrest, and 
had longed to transport himself there and lie 
stretched on the cool sand, lulled by the 
sound of the rising or falling tide. And now 
he had found it, he felt the calm influences of 
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the spot stealing over hiiYi, and he lay gazmg 
dreamily on the stretch of sea that glimmered 
ont there in the month of the caye, till at 
length he fell asleep. 

When he awoke, a change had come over 
sea and shore. The snn had disappeared 
behind a mass of clonds rising from the west ; 
the increase of the swell betokened a wind 
out seawards; already white-crested waves 
were visible where before there was only a 
sunny expanse of blue waters. Big rain- 
drops were falling, too, sucked instantly into 
the hot sands ; and the rumble of thunder 
told that a summer storm was at hand. He 
had risen and seated himself on one of the 
big stones near the entrance of the cavern, to 
watch the storm, when he beheld two persons 
on horseback — a lady and gentleman — ^riding 
fast across the sands in the direction of the 
cave. They were evidently making for the 
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Spot to seek shelter. As they drew near he 
recognized Bannister and Carry Fairbaim. 
He felt caught in a trap, and looked vainly 
around him for some means of escape. There 
was none. Stay ! he remembered a small 
inner cave yonder in the darkness. He could 
reach it (he had often done so as a boy) by 
climbing over the pieces of fallen rock that 
strewed the end of the cavern. It was black 
as night up there, but every stone was 
familiar to him. The next minute he had 
clambered up into the dark, vault-like 
recess. 

He had barely had time to reach his place 
of concealment, when the light from the 
outer cave was darkened by the figures of 
the two persons on horseback, who had 
reined up in the entrance. Such fragments 
of their conversation as follow reached his 
ear. 

VOL. III. N 
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**Let me help you down, my dear; yon 
will keep drier inside." 

The gentleman lifted his wife from the 
saddle, and stood holding the horses at the 
month of the cave. 

** What a capital place for shelter. How 
clever of yon to find it out ! " said the lady, 
as she looked around her. 

** Oh, I knew it of old ; I have had many 
a lark here when I was a lad. We used to 
call it Crusoe's Cave, and act Kobinson and 
his man Friday on half-hoUdays." 

The listener in the dark lost what followed. 
Again he heard, — 

** Yes ; one can't be in this neighbourhood 
without being constantly reminded of him. 
In that comer yonder I remember building 
a fortress of sand and pebbles, which we 
blew up with gunpowder; I can see poor 
old Gus now, with his face as black as a 
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tinker's. He was as fond of soldiering as I 
in those days. Perhaps if he had been 
allowed — " 

A small stone rattled under the listener's 
foot at that moment : he withdrew farther 
back into the darkness. 

** I am afraid to talk about him before 
Mr. Staynes, for fear of paining him," was 
the next thing that reached his ears, uttered 
in the lady's voice. ** Has he ever named 
him to you since we came ? " 

**Yes, we talked of him for a full hour 
last night. He had come across some of 
his college letters and old school work 
yesterday amongst his papers, and they had 
upset the dear old boy dreadfully, I could 
see. Like you. Carry, he has come to the 
conclusion that he is dead." 

**I wish I could think diflferently," said 
the lady, after a little silence. ** Do you still 

N 2 
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think, Edward, there is any chance of his 
return ? *' 

** Yes, a very good one. Men who have 
got into trouble and gone abroad, often turn 
up again after ten or twenty years absence. 
He was just the fellow to keep out of the 
way as long as he was doing badly; when 
things look up with him he'll give us 
news of himself, though not before very 
likely." 

**But there were those amongst his friends 
whom he would never have kept in ignorance 
all these years ? " 

*' Ah ! we can't say what a man will do 
when he gets into such a wretched mess as 
poor Gus did. I always distrusted that 
woman, and have not forgotten how she 
tried to prejudice against me a certain young 
lady who took singing-lessons of her." 

" It was most wicked of her. I have often 
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wondered what object she could have had in 
telling me those silly tales." 

'*Why, she wanted to serve me ont for 
opposing Gns's engagement, and was afraid 
of my influence over him — that was it, sure 
enough ; she knew I saw through her game, 
a heartless beast. Woa, mare, woa ! " 

A vivid flash of lightning, which illumi- 
nated all the cave, had caused one of the 
horses to start and rear, and the captain's 
attention was taken up in pacifying it. He 
did not notice that his wife had suddenly drawn 
near him, and was looking back at the further 
end of the cave with an air of alarm. 

** I fancied I saw something yonder, 
Edward," she whispered, ashamed almost to 
say what she thought she had seen. 

'' Saw what ? " 

** A — a figure standing in a gap in the 
rock." 
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'* Nonsense, my dear, the storm has 
frightened you.' 

A peal of thunder drowned the captain's 
words, and for some minutes he had enough 
to do to attend to his horses. His wife still 
kept near him ; she apparently had accepted 
her husband's explanation of her alarm ; she 
made no farther allusion to it. 

* * It will soon be over, ' ' said he ; * * the worst 
of the storm is passing inland." 

And so it was ; in a short time the sky 
began to clear. As soon as the rain had 
abated, they mounted, their horses and rode 
off across the sands. 

The sound of their voices had died away 
some minutes before the person in hiding 
came forth frora his refuge. He advanced 
to the front of the cave, and stood staring 
with stony eyes at the sea waves rolling now 
with loud swell and sound. 
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**Dead! That was the best hope the 
most indulgent of his friends now had for 
him! Why should he disabuse them? 
Why come to life to shame and grieve them ? 
A tender pity perhaps would live around his 
memory, if they held to their beUef that death 
had accidently separated them ; while if they 
beheld hun in his present sorry plight, even 
they-" 

Argus Fairbaim stopped, and a laugh that 
was almost a sob escaped him. 

"It was good to hear their voices again, 
they deserved their happiness — ^both of them. 
Some men were bom to happiness and pros- 
perity ; others under conditions which made 
either impossible. What had he made of 
his life up to this hour ? Why had he ever 
been dragged from yon sea as a child ? 
Why had he not gone down that night of the 
shipwreck in Captain Wallis' arms — an 
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innocent lad ^ho loved his mother, and the 
brave man who was trying to save him. He 
was nearer heaven then than ever since ! " 

That evening, as the lights were beginning 
to twinkle in the windows of the village, Qos 
Fairbaim stood on the hill-side that over- 
looked the rectory. When it was qnite dosk 
he descended, and stealthily made his way 
into the rectory garden; he had come to 
take a £arewell peep at the inmates of the 
house before he left the neighbourhood never 
to return. The moon was risiag peacefiilly 
over the hill-side : the mid-day storm had 
cleared the air, and a delicious freshness 
rose up from the moist shrnbs and flowers 
aroimd. The only sound was the occasional 
drip of the wet boughs. 

Pushing aside the laurel branches in front 
of him, he approached so near the house, 
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. under cover of the shrubbery that skirted the 
lawn, that he could plainly see into the 
drawing-room. The windows were open; 
there was a lamp burning on a side-table, 
at which the rector was seated with a 
book before him, but he was not reading. 
He was watching with an air of pleased 
interest a pretty group on the jBioor. A 
little fellow was building up a tower of 
wooden bricks, assisted in his task by the 
young mother who knelt beside him. Look- 
ing on was the big papa, who had just been 
entrusted with that precious little person, 
"baby," who was crowing with delight at 
being swung high in the air over the builders' 
heads. 

'* Steady, my boy, steady;" said the 
rector, as the tower rose to its completion. 

" Look, papa, it's as tall as me ! " cried 
the child's voice with delight. 
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" Who is to have the first shot at it, Ned, 
when it's done— baby or papa ? " asked the 
latter. 

" Ob, don't let her come near. Keep 
away, my queen." 

The mother lifted up her face to kiss the 
small angel of destruction hovering threaten- 
ingly over, their heads, and got a kiss from 
another pair of Mps as weU as baby's. 

The branches closed again in front of the 
spectator ; he noiselessly withdrew. It was 
a vision of Paradise to an outcast. 

When he had got clear of the garden and 
reached the high-road, he walked firmly and 
rapidly along, rejoicing that he had not dis- 
closed himself, in spite of the weary miles 
that stretched between him and London, 
whither his steps were turned. The road 
lay skirted by the Llantgarvon woods, which 
loomed before him — a dense mass of shade. 
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silvered over here and there by streaks of 
moonlight. Every inch of the road was 
known to him, and was fraught with recol- 
lections of the light-hearted days of his boy- 
hood. 

Overcome by these, or by the physical 
exertion of momiting a long hill quickly, he 
suddenly felt his heaxt beating violently, and 
a severe oppression of breathing seize him. 
He staggered on a few yards, with a dreadful 
misgiYing that he mnst take rest ere he 
could proceed on his journey, and the next 
minute sank down on a heap of stones by 
the roadside unable to advance another 
step. 



CHAPTER n. 



FBIENDS IN NEED. 



rPHE good folks in the village of Llantgarvon 
kept early hours, and in summer-time 
often saved their candles by going to bed ere * 
daylight had disappeared. Consequently 
David Griffith had done nothing to excite 
the comments of his neighbours to-night, 
by closing his house-door and ordering his 
sons to bed, whilst a sunset flush still 
lingered in the west. David Griffith's two 
sons were hardy fishermen like their father, 
and having to be oflF with the turn of the 
tide at half-past three in the morning, they 
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needed to go early to rest. A grey-headed, 
sober-looking man was Griffith in these days 
— a widower, with only two lads left at home 
out of a family of seven. But he had known 
his share of prosperity in his time, as he was 
thankfully ready to acknowledge ; and he 
had money laid by in Mr. Staynes' hands, 
ready for evil days if they should come now 
old age was drawing near. 

Griffith had smoked his pipe out, and had 
banked up the fire on the hearth so that 
there might be hot water forthcoming for the 
lads' tea in the morning, before he seated 
himself at the table and drew towards him a 
goodly Holland-covered volume, in which he 
generally read a few verses before he lay 
down to rest. The volume had been given 
him many years ago by one of the pupils at 
the rectory, and it bore on the fly-leaf an 
inscription, written in a schoolboy's hand, to 
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the eflfect that the giver had been indebted 
to Dayid GriflBth for his life. The book had 
always been kept in its Holland cover, for 
the splendours of the binding were too great 
for the handling of rough fisher-folk; and 
one of the highest privileges permitted to 
David Griffith's children had been to gaze on 
its wondrous pi<^tures, seated at a safe dis- 
tance on father's knee. Before David had 
read his allotted portion of verses he began 
to doze, and by the time he had come to the 
end he was asleep — so soundly that he never 
heard the garden-gate open, and footsteps 
approach the door. There came a low 
knock, but it failed to arouse him. Then a 
figure approached the window, and looked in 
through the latticed panes, and beheld the 
sleeping man with the open Bible before 
him. For some moments the figure did not 
move. Then returning to the door the late 
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comer knocked more loudly, and Griffith 
awoke. He listened, thinking he had been 
dreaming; but no, there was some one out- 
side. He opened the door, and beheld in the 
moonlight a man standing a few paces from 
the threshold. 

** I have come to ask you to give an old 
acquaintance a night's lodging, David," said 
the man, speaking in a low tone, as though 
he feared to be overheard. 

Griffith eyed the visitor over warily, and 
said, — 

** This isn't a lodging-house. You seem 
to know . my name, but I don't know 
you." 

" Look again. Have you forgotten teach- 
ing me to row, or going out fishing with the 
two boys from the rectory ?" 

Griffith fell back a step, and with a look 
of consternation exclaimed,— 
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^* Good Lord! it'sMr. Gus!" 

The visitor nodded an assent, and motioned 
to the other man not to draw the attention 
of his household. 

'* I never thought to set eye on you again, 
sir," said Griffith, in a sort of awed tone ; 
"you were given up, we heard, as a dead 
man. What brings you here ?'* 

" It's too long a story to tell, Griffith. 
Let me come in and have a little rest, and a 
mouthful of food." 

The fisherman led the way in, got out the 
remains of his supper, and looked on wonder- 
ingly, as his visitor partook of the homely 
fare placed before him. When he had done 
eating (his hunger was soon appeased), he 
said, — 

'* If you'll let me lie here before your fire 
till morning, I shall be obliged to you. A 
couple of blankets and your pilot jacket for 



^ FRIENDS IN NEED. 193 

a pillow will serve me for a bed. I want to 
be oflfby daylight." 

*' You're welcome to abetter bed nor that, 
sir — right welcome ; but you don't mean 
to wait till daylight to let 'em know you've 
come?" said Griffith gravely. **Let me 
run up at once and tell Mr. Staynes, if 
you're too fagged wi' travel to stir further. 

The news is too good to keep till mom- 

• >> 
mg. 

'' Mr. Staynes must not know I am here, 
Griffith," said the other slowly. 

The fisherman looked graver than ever, 
and, shaking his head, said, — 

" That's not to my mind, sir. Straight- 
for'ard ways is the best ways. If you've got 
into trouble, go home, sir, and face it out 
like a man." 

'* Home ! Ah, but if you haven't a home, 
what then?" 

VOL. III. O 
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^' That house was your home, sir, once, 
and would be again if you — " 

'* If I deserved it ? " said Fairbaim, filling 
up the pause. 

*' No, sir, if you want a home and a good 
friend, I was goin' to say," said the man, 
almost sternly; **if you don't know what 
Mr. Staynes feels towards you, I can tell you ; 
for many a time 1ms he talked to me about 
you, and never a word but o' kindness has 
passed his lips.'* 

There was a pause, and then Fairbaim, 
looking up wearily at the fisherman, said 
slowly, '' I know, I know ; I am stupid for 
want of sleep, David, and can't hear more 
to-night. Let me lie down here awhile." 

Griffith insisted upon his taking his own 
bed in the next room, saying he should do 
very well himself before the fire. 

But David Griffith could not g,et to sleep 
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again so easily. Long after his guest had 
retired, he sat by the hearth thinking over 
his altered looks and strange dejected manner. 
At length, taking off his boots, he stole 
quietly into the next chamber; he found 
him sleeping heavily, and in an uneasy 
attitude, just as he had flung himself half- 
dressed upon the bed. Shading the candle 
with his hand, the fisherman stood and gazed 
at him with a pitiful face, and then quietly 
withdrew to his armchair by the kitchen 
fire. 

He was roused from sleep a little before 
daybreak by the sound of the fire being raked 
together, and looking up, beheld Fairbaim 
sitting by the hearth stretching his haads 
towards the embers to warm them. 

" I am cold," said he, " and can't sleep ;" 
and he shivered as he spoke. 

Griffith, was startled by his voice and 

2 
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looks, which had changed in the last two 
hours. He tried to persuade him to return to 
his bed ; but Fau-baim shook his head. 

" It will be dayUght soon, and I must be 
on the road.'* 

'*Not until you have had more rest, 
sir. 

**Rest! Why I have been sleeping a 
whole day and night, and dreamt a thousand 
dreams in that time." 

He turned a wan look on the fisherman as 
he spoke. 

Grifl&th felt his hand : it was dry and hot. 

" You want sleep, sir," said he. ** Go to 
bed again." 

** Sleep ! A man who wanted sleep out 
yonder, got up in the night and shot his best 
friend to the heart ! " said Fairbaim in a slow 
dreamy way, staring into the other's eyes. ^ 

** Out where ?" asked Griffith quietly, for 
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he saw that he was wandering, and as he 
spoke, he threw his own coat over his 
shoulders to stop his shivering. 

** Where ? Why in the Promised Land, 
the true C&naan to be sure, where fools get 
rich in a twelvemonth if they don't get 
stabbed or lynched first. Hark, I'll tell you 
a secret ! " he stooped forward, and laying his 
hand on Grifl&th's arm," said, — 

** That man who was shot left a treasure 
which they could never find afterwards. I 
am going back to San Francisco to-morrow, 
to bring back more money than you ever saw 
or dreamt of. And what do you think I 
shall do with it ? Why, build a foundling 
hospital down here in Wales, for the poor 
little beggars who are disowned by their 
fathers and mothers. Ah, ah, ah ! " 

The loud and dismal laugh which followed 
these words awoke the two young fishermen 
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in the chamber overhead. The door opened, 
and they appeared on the threshold half 
dressed and with scared faces. 

" K those fellows touch me I'll knock 
them down/* cried Gus. "You have set 
spies on me, to get to know the place where 
the money Ues, eh?" 

He had started up, and was struggling to 
free himself from DaVid Griffith's grasp, when 
he suddenly staggered and fell forwards with 
a groan. 

The fisherman and his sons carried him 
into the adjoining room and placed him upon 
the bed, where he lay for some time like one 
dead. But Griffith put his hand upon his 
heart and found it still beating, at first feebly 
and intermittingly, and then with big con- 
vulsive throbs. 

** He didn't look worse than this when I 
pulled him half drowned out of the sea as a 
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little lad," muttered Griffith, with an uneasy 
expression on his rough face. 

It was now daylight, and bidding his sons 
remain where they were, he set off for the 
rectory, to summon Mr. Staynes. 

The newly-risen sun was shining peacefully 
on the house as Griffith drew near. The in- 
mates were still in bed, and so Griffith, who 
knew the rector's room, and had before now 
called him up in the night to givp aid to 
suffering folks, tapped at his window with a 
long willow wand which he had brought 
with him for the purpose. In a few moments 
Mr. Staynes appeared at the window. 

** There is a man taken very bad at my 
house and like to di^, sir ; will you please to 
come and see him," said Griffith, who felt 
that he must break the news gradually. 

In a few minutes Mr. Staynes issued from 
the house, carrying with him a little medicine 
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case which had saved human life ere now, for 
there was no doctor within some miles of 
Llantgarvon. 

As they went on their way, Griffith disclosed 
the name of the person he was bringing the 
rector to see. Mr. Staynes stopped with an 
agitated face, put a few rapid questions to his 
companion, and then hurried on faster than 
before. But gloomy as were the fisherman's 
words, they had not prepared Mr. Staynes for 
the spectacle that met his gaze, when shortly 
after he stood in the cottage chamber looking 
upon the way-worn figure lying on the bed. 

The rays of the early sun streaming through 
the casement fell upon Argus Fairbaim's 
face, revealing its haggard lines and look of 
premature age. There was a frown upon his 
features even in his sleep. The shaggy beard, 
the sunburnt hollow cheeks, had so trans- 
formed a face once weU known to him as 
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a son's face, that Mr. Staynes' heart was 
stirred with a keen sorrow, and he stood 
looking at him with quivering hps. 

** Ay, sir, it's bad to look on the wreck of 
a stout sea-going ship, but it's worse to look 
on the wreck of a man, and a young and 
hearty man as he was ! '* ejaculated Griffith, 
guessing the rector's thoughts. 

'* How long has he been like this ?" asked 
Mr. Staynes in a low voice. 

As they stood there talking, Gus opened his 
eyes, and fixed them on Mr. Staynes with an 
air of frightened recognition. 

** Leave us awhile, David," said the rector ; 
and as the fisherman withdrew, he beheld the 
elder man take the younger one's hand in his, 
and clasp it with a look of compassionate 
affection as he bent over him, and with an air 
of fatherly tenderness whisper some kindly 
words. 



CHAPTER III. 



AN OLD STORY. 



TTE had come home then at last — ^to the 
one place on earth where he was sure 
of finding a merciful reception — to tell the 
history of the past to the one hearer on 
whose charity he dared to count; but it 
was many days ere that history got told. 
The sudden collapse of Argus Fairbaim's 
powers was the result of disease as well as 
of protracted fatigue. The doctor who was 
summoned in the course of the day, spoke 
of serious derangement of the heart, prob- 
ably of long standing, and aggravated by 
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privations and fatigue. He counselled the 
utmost quiet and care." 

"He has been leading a rough life, I 
expect, and doing work he was never used 
to," said the doctor, who remembered him 
as Mr. Staynes' pupil years ago. *' Those 
hands tell their tale, sir. Let him sleep as 
much as possible, and don't remove him to 
your house at present." 

But Mr. Staynes knew there were other 
reasons, besides those present to the doctor's 
mind, why he should not yet be removed 
under his own roof. 

** You won't tell them I am here ? " had 
been one of the first questions put by the 
sick man in that hour of recognition, and 
ever since in moments of wandering wakeful- 
ness he had repeated the same cry, entreat- 
ing Mr. Staynes to keep his being there a 
secret from Carry and Ned. 
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The rector's frequent absences from home, 
during the next two days, were accounted for 
to his guests by the alarming ilhiess of a 
stranger who had fallen ill at one of the 
cottages in the village, and who was being 
nursed by an old servant from the rectory. 
It was impossible to avoid commenting on 
, their host's grave looks, which seemed ere 
long to be communicated to one of the 
guests. Mrs. Bannister, at least, was not in 
her usual spirits. The second night she 
again heard the rector leave the house after 
they had gone to bed ; in the morning she 
said to her husband, **You remember my 
fancying that I had seen some one in the 
cave the day of the storm ? Well, it was 
no fancy, I think." 

** What next, my dear! You're a most 
imaginative little woman, I'm aware; but 
this is coming it strong. Was it a smuggler 
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with a brace of pistols, or a goat with a long 
white beard such as Crusoe saw? " 

**No, it was the person Mr. Staynes is 
visiting, I believe," said Carry gravely. 

" What ! our good old friend is engaged 
in some thrilling mystery, I suppose, going 
out every night to visit a man in a cave ? 
Come, come, Carry, what sensation novel 
have you been reading lately ? " 

** I am speaking seriously, Edward," said 
Mrs. Bannister gravely as before. ** I 
thought at the time, and I am almost certain 
now, that the person I saw was Gus Fair- 
bairn." 

** Gus Fairbaim ? Nonsense ! " 

Mrs. Bannister continued, **As we had 
just been talking of him, and it was only a 
momentary glimpse I caught, I was at first 
inclined to think it was my own fancy." 

'* Of course it was your fancy. Our talking 
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of him had excited your imagination,'* 
said Bannister, looking m surprise at his 
wife. 

She shook her head, and told her husband 
how their host's behaviour since had con- 
firmed her suspicions. 

"If it were not that I am sure he has 
good reasons for his silence," said she, *^I 
should tell him what I suspect. Indeed," 
she added after a pause, " I think I ought to 
do so, for if I am right, I could be of use." 

The impulse to speak to Mr. Staynes on 
the subject was so strong, that seeing Tn'm 
walking in the garden with downcast head 
shortly after, Mrs. Bannister went up to 
him and said, — 

**You are greatly troubled, I am afraid, 
about this sick person you spend so much 
time with, Mr. Staynes. Is there nothing I 
can do to help you ? " 
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**You can help me, my dear," said he, 
looking earnestly into her face. **I was 
just meditating whether I should not ask 
your aid. Come this way, and I will tell 
you what has happened;" and they entered 
the study through the open window. 

** It will require all our tact to arrange a 
first meeting,*' said Mr. Staynes, when he 
had told the story. ** He shrinks from 
seeing all former friends, even old and dear 
ones like your husband and yourself ; he has 
come back utterly destitute." 

** Oh, we will take care not to wound 
his feelings, poor fellow ; our. aflfection for 
him will, I am sure, devise some way 
of getting over all difficulties," said Carry, 
the tears shining in. her eyes. ** Let me 
tell you how I think we had best approach 
him." 

The earnest little woman stood meditating 
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for some moments, and then exclaimed, ^^ I 
see how it can be done ;" and detailed her 
plan to Mr. Staynes. 

So successful was this plan, that ere many 
hours Mrs. Bannister and her husband were 
sharing with their host the task of nursing 
their old friend and companion, who had 
been removed to the rectory, unable to re- 
sist. The tender attentions with which he 
was surrounded, the familiar faces and 
scenes of his old home, helped forward his 
recovery, when once the meeting he so 
shrank from had been got over. But his 
moral prostration was as great as ever ; and 
a cloud of despondency seemed hanging over 
him which no efforts could disperse. Of 
the past he never spoke, save to Mr. 
Staynes, and all that he confided to his ear 
was of course kept sacred. But one evening, 
when he was growing stronger, and able to 
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have his sofa wheeled near the open window, 
he said suddenly to Bannister, who sat with 
him smoking a cigar, — 

*' You are leaving to-morrow ?" 

*'Yes; we have been due at my father's 
these ten days past." 

** And you have both stayed here on my 
account ? I'm not worth the trouble, old 
boy. But I'm not so ungrateful as I seem," 
and he put out his hand to his friend as he 
spoke. 

** All right," said Bannister, as he wrung 
it. ** If we are going to have any sentiment, 
tell me and I'll decamp." 

** No, no, don't be afraid; it isn't to be 
said what I have felt since I have had you 
two attending on me, as only the tender est 
brother and sister could attend. But let 
that be. If you had refused to «ee me, it 
would only have been what I deserved, after 

VOL. III. p 
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my silence all this time. What must yon 
have thought of it ? " 

** Well, if you want to know, I thought it 
uncommonly shabby, and I have blown you 
up before now in a way that might have 
made your ears tingle on the other side of 
the globe." 

There was a pause, and then with a sigh, 
Gus said, " Ah ! Ned ; you don't know what 
it was — ^the shame of coming back, dis- 
appointed, penniless, disgraced— to throw 
yourseK on the charity of friends, with all 
your fine spirit of independence knocked out 
of you, and the proof brought home to you 
that you had acted like a fool." 

" YouVe had a bad time of it out yonder, 
Gus, I beUeve ; but don't talk about it now. 
I shall get a scolding from my wife for having 
excited jcfa. 

'*No, let me tell you the wretched tale 
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now ; you and Carry shall not think better 
of me than I deserve." 

Bannister made no farther opposition, 
and leaning back in his chair puffed away 
at his cigar, whilst he listened to his friend. 
But ere long, as his attention became en- 
grossed, his cigar was laid aside ; and the 
conversation between them was continued 
long after the first star had come out in the 
summer sky. 

It was the old story — now become familiar 
in many an English household — of the young 
man brought up amidst nineteenth-century 
luxuries and refinements, suddenly brought 
face to face with the rough realities of 
emigrant's life, and finding himself a super- 
fluous item in a land where hewers of wood 
and drawers of water are of more value to the 
community than scholars, artists, or gentle- 
men of dilettante tastes. 

p 2 
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Gus Fairbaini had left England with a 
hundred and odd ponnds in his pocket, and 
gone to California, where the recent gold 
discoveries were attracting the needy and 
adventurous of all nations. He had lived a 
rough life amongst navvies and miners at the 
diggings, and of course had come off badly in 
a contest where toughness of muscle and 
dexterity with pickaxe and spade carry the 
day before all other qualifications. 

He and another Englishman (a briefless 
barrister, whom dreams of golden fortunes 
had beckoned to the west) had clubbed their 
means together, and shared for eighteen 
months a partnership of common hopes, 
labours, and disappointments. At the end 
of that time his companion was attacked 
with a fever, through which Gus nursed him 
in their tent, only to see him in the end sink 
and die for want of comforts he could not 
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procure him. Then Gus lost heart; and 
finding no fortune forthcoming from the soil, 
sold oflF his tools and traps resolved to try- 
town life, and take any employment that 
oflFered itself. The market was already over- 
stocked with similar unlucky suitors of for- 
tune. 

* ' It was a time to take the conceit out of a 
fellow, I can tell you,'' said Gus, with a grim 
smile. *'What say you, Ned, to your old 
schoolfellow having turned tapster to a bar- 
keeper, and serving out liquor to a room full 
of roaring navvies ? For three weeks I 
followed that honest calling, until it was 
discovered I could sing songs and play polkas 
and jigs, and so I got promoted to the post 
of musical entertainer, and thumped a piano 
nightly to an audience who beat their 
approval with the butt end of a revolver on 
the handle of a bowie knife. * Edycated man. 
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sir/ said my employer with a pitiful smile, at 
my trying to set a higher value on myself on 
that score. * Why I can hire a bachelor of 
arts to clean my boots, and a newspaper 
writer to hoe my cabbages ! ' and it was 
scarcely an exaggeration." 

It cost him a good deal to tell the rest of 
his history — how for a time he had made 
money in the way described and lost it again 
at the gaming-table, to which he had recourse 
in the hope of freeing himself by a stroke of 
luck from the hateful life he was leading — 
how he had quitted California as poor as he 
arrived and gone to New Orleans, where he 
tried to get a living by teaching music, and 
failing had played pianoforte accompaniments 
at concerts, and sung in operatic choruses at 
various theatres in the States, through which 
he had wandered for four years seeking to 
improve his fortune. At one of these cities 
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he encountered a professional troupe from 
Europe, whose prima donna was no other 
than Miss Meadows, now known to the 
world as Madame Foscari Meadows, and wife 
of an Italian singer who was manager of the 
troupe. 

"Ay, fat and blooming, and earning 
money to her heart's content," said Gus, 
"and looking, if not one's old ideal love, 
well at least a handsome woman. Yes, 
yes !" — he went on hurrying over this portion 
of his story, with an uneasy laugh. " A 
passion burnt out, indeed ! The sight of her 
merely gave me a passing shock, followed by a 
curious mood of introspection. The woman I 
loved had died long ago — or rather had nevei: 
existed at all, except in my own fancy ! " 

" I'm glad you speak of her as she 
deserves," said Bannister, who noticed never- 
theless how Gus had to control himself. " I 
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heard she had got on well in America, thanks 
to her old patron. Did you see anything of 
Brande ? I should have thought you — " 

" Would have apphed to him for help, eh ? 
Not exactly. There were rumours yonder 
that his kindness to his protegee had not 
been quite so disinterested as folks thought. 
Her father drank himself to death in one 
summer in New York, and then Miss Meadows 
— but there ! the story told me was probably 
a scandalous invention ; for a passionless 
temperament and a cold heart are wonderful 
safeguards for a woman's honour. Let us 
never mention her name again, Ned;" and 
for some minutes he was silent. The rest of 
his story was soon told. The encounter with 
Madame Foscari Meadows drove him from 
the city where he had met her, and caused 
him to quit the life he was leading — a life 
that had not improved his self-respect, nor 
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helped him to amend the reckless habits he 
had formed. He had taken miserable 
comfort to himself all along in the reflection 
that he was disgracing no one but himself, 
and that there were none who cared for his 
happiness or his good name. But there 
were times when this cynical consolation did 
not avail to satisfy him — when the thought of 
his old tutor and all his past kindnesses 
pricked him sorely ; but he would tear up a 
letter as soon as he had written to his old 
friend, for, very shame at . the humiliating 
history he had to reveal. It was not until he 
had known actual want, and passed through 
experiences which he shrank from dis- 
closing even to his old schoolfellow, that he 
returned to England. He had worked his 
way over from Charleston to Southampton, 
and travelled thence on foot to Llant- 
garvon. 
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There was silence for some moments after 
he had concluded. 

" You thought better of your old companion 
than to believe he would ever come back 
again in this plight — beggared in purse, in 
health, in everything?" said Gus in a low 
voice. 

*^I should have thought better of him if 
he had come home long ago and faced it out 
like a man," said Bannister gently. 

** Ah ! there's been no manhood left in me 
this long time past," was the gloomy reply. 
'* Some men might have fought their way 
through it all and come off victorious — men 
of better pluck; but I'm of a weak and 
mongrel breed, and have given in, beaten, 
beaten ! " and he turned away his head to the 
wall, and spoke no more. 



CHAPTER IV. 



UPWARD STRUGGLES. 



nnO arouse his old pupil from the despondent 
state into which he had fallen, and restore 
him to a healthier frame of mind, was the 
task Mr. Staynes had now before him. No 
man could be better qualified for the task, by 
reason not only of his special quahfications, 
but of their old relations. In days gone by, 
,Gus had been dear to him as a son ; and 
now^ when he had returned home from this 
rough campaign in the battle of Ufe, 
beaten and discouraged, bringing no* honours 
with him, but only shame and a soiled uniform, 
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his old friend's arms were open to him as a 
merciful father's would have been — a father 
who was wise as well as merciful, and who 
allowed no weak pity, or sentimental sym- 
pathies, to distort his clear views of right and 
wrong, nor prevent him uttering unpalatable 
truths at need. 

He had immediately communicated to Sir 
William Severn the news of his son's return, 
and in subsequent letters had given him an 
outUne of his history since he went away. 
Sir William's replies betrayed the attempt to 
assume indifference, at the same time recog- 
nizing the sadness of the whole position, and 
expressing regret that a young man of pro- 
mise should have so wasted his life. ^* To 
you, my dear Staynes," he wrote to his 
friend, **it must be especially disappointing, 
after all you have done for him and have 
been towards him in the past. Whether he 
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likes it or not, you must allow me to stand 
in loco parentis, at least to the extent of 
defraying the expenses incurred by his 
residence with you ; any other services it is 
not in my power to render him, seeing the 
attitude he adopted towards me long ago, 
and which I see no hope of inducing him to 
change. However, I shall be ready to do 
anything you advise in money-matters ; and 
after the experience of the last few years, he 
will surely not be guilty of the frightful folly 
of refusing me again." 

It was easy to detect in this letter an 
under-current of bitterness, arising from that 
rejection of affection and good ofl&ces which 
Sir Wilham Severn had met with at his son's 
hands. A certain jealousy, too, of his old 
friend's influence over him, and of their 
mutual regard, was apparent to the quick 
sense of Mr. Staynes in letters that followed ; 
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but he was not the man to dwell with any 
feelings of personal annoyance on these dis- 
coveries. His first desire was to bring about 
a better state of feeling between father and 
son, and his efforts to that end were carefully 
considered before he opened on the subject 
with Gus. 

They were now alone together at the rec- 
tory, and as Fairbaim's strength increased, 
opportunities arose of testing his present 
feelings towards Sir William Severn. At 
first he fenced with questions in that direc- 
tion, and tried to escape the subject; but 
brought to the point one day, he said slowly 
and deliberately, — 

*' My feelings on this score are not changed, 
Mr. Staynes, and I should be a hypocrite to 
pretend they were." 

"At all events don't exalt those feelings 
into the nature of a virtue, and pride yourself 
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upon keeping up an enmity which is deplor- 
able, and — and I think begins to look un- 
reasonable," said Mr. Staynes, in an equally 
slow and deliberate manner. 

He was no longer addressing an impulsive 
lad, but a man who had a knowledge of the 
world, and an experience of mankind com- 
mensurate with his years. The line of reason- 
ing that Mr. Staynes therefore now adopted 
towards him was not that he would have 
employed in the past. He could see that 
from long brooding over the circumstances of 
his life, during his solitude abroad, Gus had 
grown morbid, and took a diseased view of 
his own position and his relations towards 
society. To reinstate him in his own self- 
respect, and give a healthier direction to the 
current of his thoughts, was the work Mr. 
Staynes set himself to do. His sullen reserve 
he met by seeking no confidences that were 
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not voluntary; his listlessness and despon- 
dency he tried to counteract by the example 
of his own activity and cheerfulness; and 
the rest he left to the slow influences of time 
and the moral atmosphere of his present 
surroundings. 

And as the days went on, Mr. Staynes 
noticed that a change was slowly taking 
place in him. He was beginning to take an 
interest once more in the world outside the 
rectory walls — to speak of the future as of 
something in which he had part. The grave 
looks which his old friend surprised upon 
his face at times, arose no longer from the 
sullen broodings of a spirit in revolt against 
the circumstances in which God had placed 
it, but from the serious reflections of a mind 
trying to solve some of the gravest problems 
of life. 

** I can only wonder at your patience with 
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me," said he one day to Mr. Staynes, when 
a rebuke had fallen from the latter's lips, 
drawn forth by some bitter and shallow 
argument he had just had to listen to upon 
the injustice of God's dealings with men — 
** and even while I speak," went on Gus with 
emotion, " I feel that temper is prompting 
my words — ^that I can ai^e on no question 
without importing my own wretched indi- 
viduality into it." 

It was this candour which was one of the 
charms of Gus Fairbaim's character. His 
old Mend knew from day to day the various 
phases of his mind, as well as though he had 
made regular written confession of them. 
As his strength mcreased Gus sometimes 
found his way down to the village, where he 
would sit and watch the herring-boats in the 
offing and the fishermen's barelegged children 
playing on the sands, gaining health of body 
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and mind from contact with the wholesome 
activities of life. He was a frequent visitor 
at David Griffith's cottage, and wonld sit and 
talk to the old fisherman by the hour to- 
gether, getting good from the spectacle of 
his industry, and his patient acquiescence in 
the circumstances of his lot. Griffith did 
not scruple to speak out his mind, and con- 
demn his visitor's desponding and cynical 
views. 

"Haven't we all got our troubles, sir?" 
said the old man, one Sunday evening, when 
Gus had looked in and found him sitting 
with his Bible before him. " Haven't we all 
got 'em, or had 'em, • one time or other? 
I've buried a wife and two children, and 
known times when I was hard put to it to 
find vittles for my bairns — that was real 
trouble enough; and I've known worse 
troubles than these." He paused, and then 
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resumed, — ^* You remember my eldest lad 
as used to go out for a sail with you and the 
other young gentlemen ? " 

*^ I remember him very well." 

** Well, sir, nobody but me and Mr. 
Staynes in all this parish knows what shame 
he brought on his self, nor how hard it was 
to put heart into him again when he came 
out o' prison a disgraced and ruined man. 
Yes, out o' prison," said the old man, 
sadly, as Gus uttered an exclamation of 
surprise, ** for that's where it ended! And 
here, sir, out o' this book which you gave 
me when you was a littte lad, and which you 
used once to set vally on, whatever you do 
now, I read him these words when he railed 
at the Almighty, who had allowed him to 
fall and be punished, whilst other and worse 
sinners went free." The old man turned to 
his Bible, and in a grave voice read, — 

Q 2 
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" * Say not thoUf It is through the Lord 
that I fell away : for thou oughtest not to do 
the things that He hateth. Say not thou. 
He hath caused me to err: for He hath no 
need of the sinful man. He himself made 
man from the beginning, and left him in the 
hand of his counsel. He hath set fire and 
water before thee: stretch forth thy hand 
unto whether thou wilt J " 

" Which means," said Gus to himself, as 
shortly afterwards he slowly retraced his 
steps homeward in the twilight, " that David 
Griffith discerns in me the same weakness of 
will and disposition to attribute the failings 
of my life to circumstance, as Mr. Staynes 
does. God knows how far I'm trying to 
shield myself under cowardly excuses ! " 

The old j&sherman's rallyings were not 
without their due effect ; for Gus's distrusts 
and scepticisms were not so much the result 
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of intellectnal difficnlties on matters of faith, 
as of the disillnsions and disappointments 
that had attended his life, and the moral lassi- 
tude and discouragement produced thereby. 

And the outcome of these sounder in- 
fluences working on his despondent moods, 
was that ultimately he took heart and resolved 
to buckle to the work of life once more — ^but 
what work was it to be ? 

"There is only one thing which seems 
now feasible," said Gus^ as he disclosed to 
Mr. Staynes one evening the result of his 
long pondering, ** I must go back to music 
as a profession, and perhaps may get ap- 
pointed organist in some out of the way 
place, where bread and cheese can be earned 
by a man willing to pare down his wants to 
strict necessaries." 

For a moment Mr. Staynes thought he 
spoke in jest. 
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" You might do worse than that/* said he, 
gravely, " if you were in earnest." 

*a am thoroughly in earnest ; it is the 
only thing, I helieve, for which I am fitted." 

" I care not what honourable occupation 
you take to, Gus," said Mr. Staynes slowly, 
*' if it rouses you from an unmanly depen- 
dence upon your friends. You understand 
what I mean?" he added after a pause. 
"You do not think you are wearing out 
your welcome here ?" 

"Thmkthat? How could I? I am a dis- 
trustful, evil thinking wretch, but — " Gus 
stopped — his feelings towards the speaker 
were such as are not easily put into words. 



CHAPTER V. 



REVIVING HOPES. 



TF Argus Fairbaim had hitherto shown 
himself wanting in that sustained ardour 
and steady perseverance, which in ahnost all 
matters in this world are essential to success, 
it was not so now. The zeal with which he 
threw himself into his new undertaking arose 
no longer from a transient impulse ; it was 
animated by the steady resolution of a man 
who has put his hand to the plough, with 
the fixed determination of driving the share 
straight to the end of the furrow this time. 
The summer months wore to an end, and 
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antman found him still absorbed in the study 
of an art for which he had a genuine vocation. 
Sometimes Mr. Staynes would stand arrested 
in his garden by the fine sounds floating out 
from the open windows of the church ; and 
the village folks crossing the grave-yard in 
the dusk of evening, would listen with awe 
to the solemn strains that issued from the 
grey old pile. 

Mr. Staynes was making no farther at- 
tempty at present, to force on a reconciliation 
between Sir William Severn and his son. 
Gus was aware that they were in corre- 
spondence, for he occasionally noticed letters 
in Sir William's handwriting lying on the 
library table; but he abstained from any 
inquiries, though he suspected the letters 
were lefk purposely in his way to excite 
curiosity or remark. From time to time, he 
saw Sir William's name mentioned in the 
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newspapers, and gathered therefrom that he 
was still as actively engaged by public duties 
as before. One day he chanced to take up 
the Severnborough Gazette ^ and read therein 
a report of some grand doings at Severn 
Hill, in which tenants and agricultural 
labourers and the chief county society had 
played a part. The speech made at the 
Severnborough Agricultural Show Dinner 
by Sir William had been reprinted by most 
of the leading journals in the kingdom ; for 
the utterances of such a man had a public 
importance, and were awaited with interest 
by a circle far outside that which gathered 
about him at Severn Hill. But a certain 
passage in an address to Ms own tenantry 
(reported only by the local newspaper) 
struck home to Gus*s heart. It was 
an allusion to the speaker's childless condi- 
tion, which cut him off from that common 
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priyilege of wealthy landlords — the presenting 
to their tenants his fiiture successor in the 
person of a son. The next heir to the 
estates — a kinsman of Lady Severn — ^was 
present on the occasion ; a fine young fellow, 
whom Sir William introduced to the assembly 
in complimentary terms, and of whom the 
journal, of course, said all flattering things. 

Gus stood musing for some minutes with 
the newspaper in his hand — ^picturing the 
scene and all its circumstances; Standing 
thus, a hand was laid upon his shoulder. 

" Do you think the man who uttered those 
words, and who has the respect of all those 
who heard him, is a hypocrite ? " asked Mr. 
Staynes. *' Do they, or you, do him justice, 
thmk you ? " 

" I don't presume to judge him. He may 
be all they think, and more, in his relations as 
landlord and neighbour, but — " He stopped. 



BEYIYING HOPES. 235 

"But you are impkcable, and love to 
keep hot your sense of injury, taking a 
wretched comfort, I suppose, in the reflec- 
tion that such conduct is dignified, and that 
all your misfortunes come from the faults of 
others ? " 

" No,'* cried Gus, turning quickly round 
with startled face, " I'm not so thorough a 
self-deceiver as that. Upon my own head 
and no other rest my worse sins, as other 
men's do on theirs." He paused a few mo- 
ments, and then added slowly, ** Perhaps, if I 
could come into his presence again in any 
other form than that of a pensioner, driven 
by stress of circumstances to accept the 
bounty I had before refased — perhaps if I 
had attained a position of independence, I 
might — " Again he paused. 

"You might overcome the pride that 
keeps you apart, and act as your better 
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nature at moments prompts yon to do/' 
said Mr. Staynes in a low voice. 

His hearer made no reply. He had 
moved towards the window, and was looking 
oat npon the garden under knitted brows. 

"You speak of independence," continued 
Mr. Staynes. "Perhaps it may be more 
attainable than you think; at least there 
may be a way to it. I had come to show 
you this." 

He pointed, as he spoke, to a paragraph in 
a journal devoted to Church matters, which 
announced t|;Lat the post of organist in a 
certain ancient parish in the city of London 
would shortly be vacant, and that candidates 
were requested to communicate before a cer- 
tain date with the vicar and churchwardens, 
in whose hands the appointment rested. 
Gus read the announcement, and at once 
expressed his readiness to try for the post. 
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*' The salary, as yon say, is very small," 
said he to Mr. Staynes ; " but if it were larger 
there would probably be more formidable op- 
ponents to compete with, and I should not 
get 'it. But I'm afraid," he continued, his 
face overcasting again, as they discussed the 
details — "I'm afraid that if they were satisfied 
with my musical acquirements, they would 
require stronger testimonials as to character 
than any I can give." 

" Possibly they would," said Mr. Staynes, 
" if you met them as an entire stranger ;' 
but the vicar of St. Christopher's in the 
East is known to me, and I think that what 
I could say to him would be held satisfac- 
tory." 

"You are prepared then to say for 
me — " Gus stopped, and looking at his old 
friend with a sudden mist before his eyes, 
added slowly, "I know you will say for 
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me, and do for me, what nobody else in the 
world would. If I'm ever to rise again from 
the mire into which I have fallen, it will be 
your hand, God knows, which will pluck me 
forth and set me on firm ground again ! " 



CHAPTER VI. 



ONE WINTER AFTEBNOON. 



T'HB firm ground was found. Argus 
Fairbaim obtained the appointment on 
which his hopes were set, and, for the first 
time in his life, felt the satisfaction of a 
man who has found his right work in the 
world. Absorbed in duties, which were 
in harmony with his tastes and his present 
moral needs, the next few months passed 
away more quickly than he had foreseen 
when he first made acquaintance with 
the scene of his new labours. His lodg- 
ings were situated in an ancient City 



240 ABGUS FAIEBAIBN. 

court, on an upper floor of a large old 
house, which had passed through many 
changes of fortune since, some two cen- 
turies ago, a wealthy merchant built it 
for his family mansion. The lower floors 
were let out as offices; and in the rear 
a large warehouse, stored with foreign 
shawls and silks, filled the place of the 
fine old garden, where rooks once buHt 
their nests in lofty trees, and flowers 
were tended by fair hands. From his 
window, Argus could see one of these 
trees still standing, black, gnarled, and 
smoke-stained, looking like some ancient 
servitor of a great house, who clings 
faithfully to the soil, and mutely 
protests by his incongruous appearance 
against the new and upstart holders of 
the estate. The other chief features of 
the view were chimneys, telegraph-wires. 
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and the tower of a neiglibouring cliurcli, 
as black and smoke-stained as any in the 
metropolis. 

It was the church where Fairbaim 
officiated as organist — a dark and gloomy- 
old church, little favoured in the way of 
architecture, but with a fine organ and 
a wondrous altar-piece, set in a great 
frowning structure, rich with heavy sculp- 
tured garlands and heavier angels. To 
get at this church, you passed down a 
narrow lane, and through an ancient court, 
whose tall houses were let out as offices 
or warehouses, and whose inhabitants 
chiefly flowed in about nine o'clock in the 
morning, and flowed out again about six 
in the evening, with tidal regularity. 
On Sundays there was no tide, and the 
church bells rang a clamorous summons 
to the parishioners, who being mostly 
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miles away, in the suburbs, natiirally took 
no heed of it. 

But it was the very church for an 
organist who wanted to perfect himself 
in his art, and who sought in music not 
only a means of livelihood, but a solace 
and refuge from troubled memories. In 
hia dull lodgings, Gus often knew sad and 
solitary moments; but when he reached 
hie organ-gallery he passed into a new 
world. 

There, uplifted on the wings of mxisic, 
he rose above the miserable present into 
those bright creative regions, where, it a 
man's sorrows follow him, they may be- 
come transmuted into blessings for him- 
self and others, and survive hereafter in 
beneficent forms of art. 

Of late he had found strains of a higher 
character growing under his fingers — strains 
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whichlie began to think were worthy of being 
preserved, and might one day be gathered 
together into some great work, which he 
would not be ashamed to own before the 
world. There was solace and stimulus in 
this thought, potent in proportion to the 
despondency from which it had out- 
sprung. 

"It's in the blood, perhaps,'* said he 
one day with a smile, overhearing himself 
praised, and conscious that there was merit 
in his work. " One isn't descended from 
a Welsh harper for nothing." 

That the appointment had given satis- 
faction to the authorities of St. Christo- 
pher's was evident, from a letter Mr. 
Staynes received from his friend the vicar. 

" As regards punctuality and attention 
to his duties, he is a model organist," 
wrote that gentleman, " and he really plays 
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SO well that I am half inclined to attribute 
a recent increase in our congregation to 
tliat cause, unflattering to myself as tlie 
admission may be. But lie is a gloomy, 
unsociable man, and seems to take no 
interest in anything outside his profes- 
sion." 

The Vicar of St. Christopher's was not 
the only person who saw a connexion be- 
tween the increase of his congregation and 
the new organist's fine playing. Mrs. 
Vails, the pew-opener, was distinctly ol 
opinion that certain strangers she had 6b^ 
served of late had been attracted by that 
cause, and even went so far as to state 
that carriages from the West End now 
occasionally found their way into the 
neighbourhood. A taU grey-headed man, 
— " every inch the gentleman," said Mrs. 
VaQs, — ^who came in after service had 
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begun, and seated himself in a retired 
comer of the churcli, and stayed till the 
last note of the organ, was known to have 
his cairiage waiting for him in a neigh- 
bonring streei>-a carriage and pair, too, 
with armorial bearings on the panels. 

Consequently, Mrs. Vails was not at all 
surprised, when one weekday, as she was 
about to commence her dusting operations, 
this same gentleman accosted her iu the 
church porch, and asked whether he could 
enter and listen to the organist who was 
practising within. As the gentleman pre- 
faced his r^quest with half-a-crown, and 
stated that he would on no account 
disturb the player, Mrs. Vails graciously 
compUed, and furthermore informed the 
stranger that she was herself equally 
susceptible to the influences of music. 

" He do play so touching, sir," said Mrs. 
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Vails, ** that really sometimes o' Simdays 
my heart is almost in my throat, with 
thinkin' o' the 'eavenly quires aloft, which 
not that I would dare to say that Mr. 
Fairbaim is their equals — ^far be it from 
me — nor that pedal-organs is to be com- 
pared to the golden 'arps above, but only 
meanin', sir, that a human organist can't 
play more meltin'." 

" Does he often come here to practise ? " 
asked the stranger. 

" He do, sir, and sit playin' he will for 
hours, until really sometimes comin' in to 
lock up, in the dusk o' the evenin', I've 
begun to think it was the very 'eavens a 
telhn', as we read of in the Scriptures, wi' 
the clouds o' glory descendin' from on 
'igh. Thank you, sir, kindly, and you'U 
always find me here on ^Fridays, and be in 
nobody's way, I assure you.'* 
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Durmg the next few montlis, this 
stranger several times made his appearance 
in the church, and sat an unseen listener 
of the music. Sometimes his visits were 
very short, and he would suddenly get up 
and go away, as though affected by the 
playing. Sometimes he remained for an 
hour or more in an obscure comer of the 
church, and did not depart until he heard 
the organist leaving the gallery. Hear- 
ing footsteps one day, Gus drew back 
the curtains of the screen behind him, 
and beheld the stranger down below in 
the body of the church; but it was too 
dark to make out more than the outline 
of his figure. The next minute, a door 
closed, and the visitor had withdrawn. 

The life which the organist of St. 
Christopher's was leading, however con- 
ducive to the success of the musical work 
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he had in. hand (he had now advanced some 
way in the Oratorio he was composing), 
was not adapted to the restoration of his 
health. Night after night, when the 
streets around him were all still, and the 
policeman's tramp was the only sound to 
be heard in the court below, he sat before 
his music-sheets, pouring his very hfe into 
his work. The night-watchman of a neigh, 
bouring counting-house got to regard the 
light that shone from the organist's window 
with a companionable interest, in the dead 
hours of the night. But when morning 
came, Fairbaim often looked weary and 
haggard ; and once, as the day was break- 
ing, he found himself lying on the floor of 
his room — the fire and candle out, and 
the tower of St. Christopher's looming 
mistily through the foggy morning air. 
He had fallen asleep over his work, or had 
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fainted away — he knew not wliicli. But 
lie was still young enough and strong 
enough to pay small heed to physical ail- 
ments, and to scorn them as impediments 
to a strong will. Besides, the peace of 
mind his work procured him was worth 
purchasing, even at the cost of some bodily 
health and ease. 

Thus stood matters, when winter was 
approaching, and Argus Fairbaim had 
proved by many months of steadfast labour 
the stability of his purpqse. There were 
moments, however, when his courage 
flagged — ^when his work seemed worthless, 
and he a presumptuous fool to harbour 
hopes of success. 

It was in one of these moods that he 
had reached his organ-gaUery one gloomy 
winter afternoon. An impenetrable brown 
fog had enveloped the precincts of St. 
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Christopher's for many hours. It was 
now less dense than in the morning, but 
the slight west wind which was abroad 
was rolling great clouds of smoke and 
fog over the Eastern part of the city. 
At times the church was almost in dark- 
ness ; at others a lurid yellow light filled 
it, and weird gleams from the upper win- 
dows shot across the gloom. As he seated 
himself at his organ, with some manuscript 
sheets of music before him, Gus felt a sense 
of great weariness and depression. Either 
the solitary life he had been leading, or 
the weather, or other physical cause, made 
hiTTi feel utterly disheartened, and work 
which yesterday had seemed full of promise, 
to-day seemed to fall miserably short of 
his ideal. 

He had been playing some time, when a 
side-door opened in one of the aisles below^^ 
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and some one quietly entered tlie churcli. 
It was the tall grey-headed stranger, who 
seated himself in the shadow of one 

r 

of the piUars of the aisle : his entrance was 
unheard by the player. 

Up in the gallery burnt a light above 
the organist's desk ; but at times the rolling 
fog plunged the rest of the church in a 
dense brown gloom. Outside was the dull 
roar of traffic of the great city, heard 
sea-like in the pauses of the music. But 
the gloom those mournful strains were 
spreading through the church was greater 
than any that the rolling clouds of fog 
could cast. 

So thought the listener below. He had 
got up to leave the church, but the music 
seemed to fascinate and hold him there. 
In those mournful chords he recognized 
the expression of a real grief and of per- 
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sonal sorrows. And, as lie stood there 
listening, he noticed, ere long, that a change 
Was takmgplaceinthe character of the music. 
Suave harmonies were succeeding those 
stormy passages that sounded like cries from 
a breaking heart. 'And now the music broke 
into a hymn, peaceful and soothing, and 
carrying the listener into regions above the 
sorrows of earth. It was like that ray of 
light which had suddenly transpierced the 
fog-gloom, and, falling across the picture 
above the altar, had revealed all the glories 
of the Ascension. 

But it ceased abruptly, this suave hymn 
— ceased with a jarring crash of chords, 
and the sound of something falling in the 
organ-gallery. The loud dissonance of a 
prolonged pedal-note, that had been harshly 
struck, awoke a wailing echo through 
the church. The player's hand had been 
suddenly arrested. 
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What had happened ? Was he ill ?" 

The listener below started to his feet, 
and stood for a moment irresolute; the 
next minute he was hastily ascending the 
stairs that led to the organ-gallery. 

There, in the dim light, he beheld the 
organist stretched on the floor, with the 
hump-backed man who blew the bellows 
standing over him with a frightened face. 
Sir William Severn (for it was he) pushed 
the man aside, and bending over the pro- 
strate figure on the floor, was seized with 
a dreadful fear. 

" He was dead 1 — his son was dead, and 
they were still imreconciled, and it was 
now too late!'* 

With trembling hands, he raised his head, 
and unfastened his collar ; and then, calm- 
ing himself to speak to the man, he bade 
him go for help. 

But it was not death, this sudden sus- 
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pension of power, though Argus Fairbaim's 
face looked almost like a dead man's as his 
father bent over him. They had not met 
since that night long ago when they had 
parted in anger, and Sir William was 
shocked at the change in his son's appear- 
ance. He had time to read his features 
and their expression, as he lay there 
insensible in his arms. The minutes 
seemed hours; the silence of the church, 
the pale, inanimate face on which he 
was gazing, and the varied and painfiil 
memories that were stirring in Sir 
William's mind, made the suspense intoler- 
able. If he should die there before help 
came ? Or if he should recover conscious- 
ness, and find in whose arms he was lying ? 
Much as he longed to see those closed eyes 
reopen, he feared to see there any recog- 
nition of himself. 
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But his heart had never more yearned 
towards his son than now when he lay- 
there in his arms, helpless as a little child, 
neither shrinking from, nor repelled by, his 
touch. Obeying an uncontrollable im- 
pulse, he stooped his head and kissed him 
on the forehead. 

" Oh, that God would spare his life, and 
let them yet live in unity together ! " 

There came a noise in the church below. 
The organ-blower was returning, and 
bringing help. 

Sir William gently deposited the helpless 
figure on the floor, and then stood aside to 
let the people approach. Amongst them 
was a young doctor, who said it was only 
a fainting fit, and that in a few minutes it 
would have passed away. Sir William 
heard the words, and waited to see them 
confirmed. He was standing in the rear 
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of the little group, when he noticed some- 
thing white lying under his feet on the 
floor; he stooped, and picked up some 
sheets of • manuscript music, which, had 
faUen from the organist's desk. In the 
light of the gas-burner above, he read the 
title — " Hagar and Ishmael/* 

A few minutes later, the organist had 
recovered consciousnes, and understood 
what had taken place. But when he 
looked around him to thank the person 
who had sent for assistance, and who, as 
they told him, had stayed with him whilst 
he was lying there insensible, he was no- 
where to be seen. At the first signs of his 
son's returning consciousness. Sir William 
Severn had quitted the church. 



CHAPTER VII. 



A FEAOEMAEEB. 



npHE sudden illness which had attacked 
the organist of St. Christopher's only 
interrupted his work for a few hours. On 
the morrow he was at his post as usual, 
and when the young surgeon brought 
round to his room a well-known physician 
from the West-end, Gus laughed at. the 
importance he was attaching to the case, 
and said he had made a great mistake in 
supposing that he could afford to pay for 
such distinguished services. 

" I am only a poor man, sir — the organist 
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friendly services ; or, as lie put it with a 
smile, "to refuse himself as a medical 
subject in the interests of science." 

He paid less attentien, however, to the 
doctor's advice than the opinion of such an 
authority deserved. Instead of relaxing his 
work, and taking more air and exercise, he 
continued to lead his old life of seclusion and 
labour. But in the composition of the 
musical work he was engaged upon, he 
enjoyed hours of happiness, such as only 
the artist knows in creative moments. 

By the time Christmas was at hand, the 
results of his labours were visible in the 
piles of manuscript music that strewed the 
floor of his chamber. Standing amongst 
them one December afternoon, what time 
a wintry wind shook the boughs of the old 
elm-tree outside his window, and big, 
sullen drops of rain pattered on the pane, 
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he felt his heart dilate with hopes whose 
fulfilment seemed growing near. His eyes 
were fixed on the ugly prospect before his 
window — blacki rain-smudged roofe and 
twirling chimney-cowls ; but he beheld other 
and fairer sights, and in his ears rang 
harmonies that shut out the harsh organ- 
grinding in a neighbouring street. 

"If he should live to enjoy the realiza- 
tion of his dreams! — ^to hear one day his 
own conceptions worthily rendered, and 
attain a place, even if a humble one, 
amongst the great fraternity of musicians ! " 

With heightened colour, he paced the 
ro6m, communing thus with himself, whilst 
the twilight deepened outside, and the red 
glow of the fire grew brighter as the night 
gathered in. His kettle was hissing on 
the hob, and his tear— ready prepared by the 
housekeeper who attended to the chambers 
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— was awaiting him. He had drawn the 
curtains to shut out the dreary view, and 
was about to light his lamp, when there 
came a knock at the outer, door of his 
chamber. Thinking it was the house- 
keeper, he bade the knocker enter, and did 
not even turn round to see who it was. 
The room was panelled in oak, of such a 
sombre hue, that when raising his head 
he beheld a figure standing in the recess of 
the doorway, he failed to discern who it 
was. The figure advanced ; it was a lady. 
As she raised her veil, Gus recognized 
Lady Severn. 

"I am come here, Mr. Fairbairn, un- 
asked," she said, as she approached and 
put out her hand ; " but you will not tell 
me that you do not care to see me "? 

Gus had taken her hand naturally and 
cordially — he was too pleased to see her 
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again to do otherwise ; but the question 
recalled to him how much had transpired 
to alter their old friendly relations since 
they last met. 

"You would have seen me here long 
ago," she continued, " but I have been dis- 
suaded from my purpose by those on whose 
judgment I have reliance. But I have 
come at last, on my own responsibility, to 
try and bring about, if I can, a reconcilia- 
tion between two people who would not be 
stiU estranged were they not very like in 
temper and character. I am speaking of 
you and your father *^ 

Gus had mechanically handed Lady 
Severn a chair. But she was standing, 
looking at him earnestly as he leaned 
against the mantelpiece, with his eyes cast 
downward on the fire. He made some 
scarcely audible reply. 
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After a pause she resumed, " I should 
not have taken upon myself to intervene 
between you, unless I had lost all hope of 
seeing either of you seek a reconciliation of 
your own accord. But now I have once 
spoken, I mean to pursue my purpose, 
until either I have succeeded in it, or proved 
that I am deahng with men without heart, 
or faith, or Christian feeling." 

Gus looked lap. Lady Severn's face was 
calmer than from her words one would 
have supposed. She looked older, and he 
could see in the firelight the grey streaks 
in her hair. But she had still the beautiful 
complexion and fine outline of features he 
had so admired in her, as a lad. With a 
troubled voice, he answered, — 

" For all your many and great kindnesses 
to me. Lady Severn, in the past, I can 
never feel too grateful. Your coming here 
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now is only another proof of your rare 
goodness. But I am afraid your interven- 
tion will be useless, and only give you un- 
necessary pain. 

" It will indeed give me pain if I find I 
am dealing with such implacable natures 
, as I speak of ; but I will not, I dare not 
think it. Are we any of us, you or I, so 
free from faults that we can nurse these 
long resentments, and refuse to extend to 
another the forgiveness we daily ask for 
ourselves from God ?" 

" Besentment is hardly the word, I think,'' 
said Gus, in a low voice. "I have been re- 
sentful in the past, I confess, and have nursed 
a bitter enmity against — against SirWiUiam 
Severn; but whether it be that I have 
now a clearer sense of my own shortcom- 
ings, or that my feelings have grown blunter, 
I don't know, but I am indififerent rather 
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than resentful." He paused a moment, and 
in a quicker voice added, " Believe me, I do 

feel very grateful for this attempt on your 

part ; but, if persisted in, I fear it will only 

break up the peace of my present life, 

without bringing the results you look for." 

"I have a better hope," said Lady 
Severn slowly. " It is founded on a know- 
ledge of one, at least, of the two persons 
I just spoke of. Tou may have attained 
the indifference you speak of, but my hus- 
band has not. He longs — yes, earnestly 
longs — to put an end to a feud which is 
darkening his Hfe, and which, I assuredly 
believe, wiU shorten it, if prolonged much 
further." 

She seated herself as she spoke, evidently 
much agitated by her own words. 

" You do not mean that he is ill ?" asked 
Gus. 
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" Not, perhaps, to other eyes than mine. 
Like you, he has the pride to conceal what 
he suflFers. But your rejection of his help, 
and your persistent estrangement from him 
— ^from U8j I will say — is a sorrow which, 
he feels more keenly as he grows older/' 

" You do not, you cannot think. Lady 
Severn, that my past decision was in any 
way influenced by a distrust of you?^^ said 
Gus impetuously. " I have never received 
anything but kindness at your hands, and 
how could I feel anything towards you but 
gratitude and respect ? But I think you are 
interpreting his feelings towards me by 
your own generous and indulgent ones, 
and that you attribute to your husband 
sentiments which he would disavow if — '* 

" No I there you do him wrong," inter- 
rupted the wife, and for the prd time there 
was a touch of severity in her tone. 
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" What would you say if I could give you 
proof that lie does care for you ? — if I were 
to tell you that he has been watching your 
life these many months, secretly and at a 
distance, but 'with feelings of pity and 
tenderness such as If ear you will never credit 
him with? You were surprised, perhaps, at 

the attention shown you by Dr. N . He 

is quite capable, I believe, of showing such 
kindness from disinterested motives ; but he 
was sent here by my husband, who begged 
him not to disclose the origin of his visits." 

" Sent here by him?" repeated Gus, in 
a wondering voice. 

*' Yes, and you know, now, who was the 
stranger who came to your help the day 
when you were taken ill. Many a time 
when you have been playing in the church 
yonder, alone as you thought, he has been 
listening to you unseen, and only the fear 
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of a repulse and sucli hard words as passed 
between you the last time you met, has pre- 
vented him disclosing himself.** 

" I did not think,'* began Gus, and then 
he stopped. He was not only startled^but 
was moved by this discovery. 

"Yes, you wrong him, as I tell you,*' 
resumed Lady Severn, after a pause ; " and 
I believe it now rests only with you to 
close the breach, and to make the remaining 
years of his life happier than the last few 
have been." 

There was no reply. Gus could not 
bring himself to utter the words which Lady 
Severn evidently awaited. She went on, — 

" Don*t think I was sent here by. my 
husband — don't think that I want to force 
on a mere' formal reconciliation between 
you. I seek more than that — I want you to 
believe in the kind feelings he entertains for 



A PEACEMAKEE. 269 

you — to arouse kind feelings in return on 
your part — and then, when some mutual 
misconceptions are cleared away, I want 
you to hold out your hand to him, and 
bravely forget and forgive aU that rankles 
in your memory." 

There was another pause. 

" That might be easy. Lady Severn," 
said Gus with a sigh, " if one's will were 
not controlled by recollections which can- 
not be so suddenly stamped out. There 
are some sorrows which strike such deep 
roots into our lives that we cannot pluck 
them up and cast them from us at will." 

" Eemember that others besides yourself 
have suffered from these sorrows you speak 
of," said Lady Severn ; and her voice had a 
firm ring in it as she spoke, and a sHght 
flush overspread her cheek. " Had I not 
cause for sorrow in that same discovery 
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which so injuriously afEected you? Have 
I not had to exercise forbearance and 
charity ?" She paused a moment and then 
went on, " Do you remember my once 
saying to you that life had difficulties for 
us all — difficulties that tried us often in 
our special weaknesses? Now perhaps 
you better understand where my words 
pointed." 

It all came back to him again in a 
moment — that evening in Palace Terrace, 
when Lady Severn had spoken these words. 
He remembered the long silence that had 
followed upon his uttering the request 
that she would visit his mother. He 
remembered her strange coldness of 
manner, and the still stranger way in 
which she had suddenly and impulsively 
promised to comply with his request. And 
discerning, in a sudden illuminating flash. 
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all the beauty and generosity of her cha- 
racter, he stood abashed and overpowered 
before her. 

" Yes," murmured Lady Severn, break- 
ing silence after a time, with her eyes fixed 
on the fire, " I think if there be any one 
who has the right to claim to stand as a 
peacemaker between my husband and 
yourself, it is I. I had hoped — I had 
beUeved — that you would not refuse to 
accept me as such.*' 

She rose from her seat to take her leave, 
for she had now lost all hope of the success 
of her mission. Gus stood by the fire as 
before, motionless, and apparently un- 
moved by this appeal. They could only 
see each other's faces imperfectly in the 
firelight ; but Lady Severn fancied that the 
countenance before her had grown harder 
whilst she was speaking, and she turned 
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away, her heart heavy with disappoint- 
ment. She had reached the outer room, 
which was almost in darkness, and she was 
hesitating as to whether she must not go 
back and ask for a light, when there came 
rapid footsteps behind her, and the next 
moment she was conscious that some one 
was at her feet, uttering in a half -choked 
voice some inarticulate words. 

**Hush, hush! Calm yourself." Lady 
Severn was frightened by the violence of 
his emotion. 

"Forgive me!" he cried. "I will do 
whatever you ask me." 

He was on his feet again directly, 
ashamed of this unrestrained display of 
feeling. 

"You will do what I ask ?" said she. 
" Then you will return home with me now 
and learn for yourself whether I have mis« 
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represented my husband* s feelings towards 
you. Yes, now^^^ she added, as they re- 
entered the sitting-room, and she beheld in 
the firelight the tears that glistened in his 
eyes — " now^ before a lower mood returns, 
and shames you out of a right and God- 
sent impulse." 

Five minutes later they were driving 
rapidly through the murky streets in the 
direction of Sir William Severn's house, 
whose threshold Argus Fairbaim had not 
crossed since that night when they had 
parted in such anger and misery. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 



WHEBJB FEUDS END. 



FT was without any illusions or exagge- 
rated notions that Lady Severn had 
beheld the accomplishment of her good 
:work. She had brought together the two 
persons in whom the chief interests of her 
life centred ; but she knew that the growth 
of a real and true union between them 
must be a work of time, and depend upon 
themselves, and not upon extraneous influ- 
ences. She neither blamed nor felt sur- 
prised at the resolution of Argus Fairbaim, 
to continue for the present in his post as 
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organist. There would have been some- 
thing fictitious and unreal in any sudden 
adoption of his father's plans ;^ and the 
abandonment of his own cherished hopes 
and schemes, under the temptation of 
personal ease and gain, would have been a 
defection which he might have regretted, 
or even have been ashamed of, after the 
excitement of a mood of highly-wrought 
feeling had passed away.' 

There had been a secret hope in Sir 
William Severn's mind that things would 
have progressed more rapidly, and that 
Christmas Day would have seen them 
united round the hearth at Severn Hill. 
But Gus had duties at St. Christopher's, 
which justified his declining the invitation. 
It was arranged instead that he should pay 
Sir William and Lady Severn a visit imme- 
diately after Christmas. 

t2 
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It would have been a gloomy season 
for him this Christmas-tide, alone in his 
City lodgings, but for his increased occu- 
pation just now. Every moment he could 
spare from his professional duties was 
devoted to his musical work, which was 
now close upon completion. The night 
before he left town, he did not lay aside his 
pen until after the clock of St. Chris- 
topher's had struck three. But he had 
finished his work, and when he got up 
from his table his eyes shone with hope 
and exultation, that made a strange con- 
trast with the lines of his tired and haggard 
face. 

It was a bright and frosty winter's day 
on the morrow, when he travelled down to 
Severn Hill. After the murky atmosphere 
of town, and the ugly precincts of St. 
Christopher's, the country looked very 



J 
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cheering and beautiful as he travelled 
along ; and when in the dusk of evening 
he drove under a clear starlit sky through 
the wooded lanes that lay between Severn 
Hill and the station, where a carriage had 
been sent to meet him, he felt his spirits 
rise as he breathed in the frosty night air. 
As they turned into the lodge-gates, and 
passed up the avenue under whose shadows 
he had often walked or ridden with Sir 
William and Lady Severn, a strange 
mixture of satisfaction and sadness was in 
his heart ; and he fell into a reverie which 
was not broken until the gleam of the 
many-windowed front of the old mansion 
was close upon him, and he beheld, in a 
flood of light that streamed through the 
wide hall-door, the master of the house 
standing to receive him. If warm and 
kindly words are evidence of the sincerity 
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of a greeting, Sir William Severn's son had 
full assurance that he was welcome under 
that roof. 

There were no other visitors in the 
house save Mr. Staynes, who had come on 
purpose to share in this long-desired re- 
union, and the four dined together with an 
evident desire on all sides at cordiahty and 
unrestraint. But either the solitary life he 
had led of late, or the reflections which this 
reunion evoked, made Gus very quiet and 
subdued. Sir William could not help 
noticing how different were the open looks 
his son turned on his old friend to those 
which met his own gaze ; there was a 
genuine and unforced cordiality in their 
relations. 

And yet Gus was doing his best to meet 
in a right spirit the kind advances of 
which he was the object. He sought 
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rather than avoided the society of his 
father ; and within the next two days they 
spent much time together, riding or walk- 
ing about the neighbourhood. Seeing this 
state of things, Mr. Staynes and Lady 
Severn augured the fulfihnent of all their 
hopes in course of time. 

By a third night arrived, Gus began to 
look quite bright and at ease, and he joined 
in the conversation at dinner with an anima- 
tion that he had not displayed before. It 
was New Year's Eve, and he had been assist- 
ing Lady Severn all that afternoon in her 
arrangements for the f^te she was about to 
give to her school-children on the morrow. 
As they walked home together from the 
village in the dusk, Lady Severn had re- 
marked his cheerful tone, and the interest 
he was taking in her plans. The evening 
passed pleasantly with music and cheerful 
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conversation ; and it was nearly midnight 
when the little party broke up, with friendly 
hand-shakings and good wishes for the 
New Year now close at hand. As they 
were crossing the hall on leaving the 
drawing-room, the bells of the church at 
Severn Hollow broke into a peal to greet 
the New Year. It was a fine moonlight 
night. Sir WiUiam threw open the hall- 
door, and they all stood and listened to 
the pleasant sounds floating over the silent 
frost-covered fields. No one spoke, but 
every one felt conscious that common 
hopes and emotions were stirring amongst 
them at that moment. 

"I never heard our bells sound so 
sweetly," said Lady Severn, as they 
separated. 

They sounded sweetly in Argus Fair- 
bairn's ears, as he stood at the window of 
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his chamber shortly after, looking out on 
the moon-silvered landscape, and he heard 
their clear tones with a strange content. 
A New Year had come, bringing with it 
new hopes, new possibilities of good ; the 
Old Year would perhaps carry away with it 
the sorrows and conflicts of the past. A 
peace of mind, to which he had long been a 
stranger, fell upon him that night ere he 
slept. 

But before the Nev Year was many 
hours old, all these hopes and aspirations 
— ^in which others under that roof were 
sharing — were to be suddenly and for ever 
overthrown. 

The day broke in sunlight; and under 
its cheering influence. Sir William and his 
son started out to ride over to Severn- 
borough, where the former had business. 
They were to return in time to accompany 
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Lady Severn to the schools in the after- 
noon. As she stood at the window and 
watched them as they rode away, she felt 
a deep satisfaction in beholding her hopes 
thus far fulfilled. 

She stood at that same window again in 
the afternoon awaiting their return, as the 
sun was sinking— a red globe of fire 
behind the bare branches of the avenue. 
There was a slight covering of snow on 
the landscape, and a dull purple haze 
on the horizon, that told of increasing 
cold. 

Lady Severn stood there so long looking 
for them, that her eyes were dazzled with 
the red sun, and she removed to the fire- 
side, feeling surprised and a little uneasy 
at their delay. Returning to the window 
again after a time, she fancied she could 
see the figures of horsemen in the distance ; 
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but it was getting dusk, and there were 
other people passing through the avenue 
between the house and the village. When 
the clock struck the hour at which she was 
expected at the school-house, she was half 
inclined to set off alone ; but at that 
moment she was conscious of a sudden stir 
in the house — a noise of rapid feet and 
quickly-closed doors. She was hastening 
from the room, when she was stopped on 
the threshold by Mr. Staynes himself, 
who took her by the hand and' led her back 
again. At the sight of his face, she knew 
that some shock was at hand. 

"What is it?" she asked. "My hus- 
band — ^has anything happened ? Tell me 
the truth." She could hardly utter the 
words. 

" No ; he is below, waiting to speak to 
you in the library. We have carried Gus 
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in there; lie was taken ill as they were 
returning home. I found them in the 
bridle-road on the farther side of Severn 
Hollow, where I had gone to meet 
them." 

Lady Severn said not a word, but 
immediately followed Mr. Staynes out of 
the room. She had reached the foot of the 
staircase, when she turned and said to him, 
"Has a doctor been sent for ?" 

"Yes; but I fear he can be of no 
use." 

" You mean then — that — that he is 
dead ?" said Lady Severn slowly. 

" No, he still lives," was the answer. 
But the very words, and the manner in 
which Mr. Staynes spoke, implied that he 
was dying. 

Yes ; he was dying. When they entered 
the room where Argus Fairbairn lay upon 
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the sofa, his father seated by his side hold- 
ing one hand in his, Lady Severn knew that 
all hope was past. He had not been injured 
by any accident ; he had been talking 
until the moment when he got off his horse 
to open a gate : he was about to remount, 
when he had suddenly fainted away. He 
had recovered again for a time, but the 
disease which had before threatened his life 
was now about to end it. Already the pulsa- 
tions of the heart, which had been violent 
and spasmodic a few minutes ago, were 
growing feeble, and he only remained con- 
scious a short time after Lady Severn 
stood beside him. 

As Sir William placed one arm under his 
head, to move it to an easier attitude, he 
looked up at him and murmured a faint 
" Thank you." After that, he never spoke 
again. His eyes turned away from his 
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father, and rested their last gaze upon Mr. 
Staynes, who stood at the foot of the sofa ; 
and upon him his gaze remained lovingly 
fixed, till it grew dull and expressionless 
in death. 



THE END. 
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ALPHABETICAL LIST. 
BBOTT (J. S. C.) Histoiy of Frederick the Great, 

with numerous Illustrations. 8vo. x/. xs. 

About in the World, by the author of " The 
Gentle Life." Crown 8vo. bevelled cloth, 4th edition. 6r. 

Adamson (Rev. T. H.) The Gospel accordmg to St. 

Matthewr, exipounded. 8vo. zzs. 
Adventures of a Young Naturalist. By Lucien Biart, 

with X17 beautiful Illustrations on Wood. Edited and adapted by 
Parker Gillmore, author of "All Round the World," " Gun, Rod, and 
Saddle," &c Post Svo. cloth extra, gilt edges, new edition, 75. 6d, 
** The adventures are charmingly narrated." — Atkenteum. 

Adventures of a Brownie. See Craik, Mrs. 

Adventures on the Great Hunting Grounds of the World, 

translated from the French of Victor M eunier, with engravings, 2nd 
edition. $s. 

** The book for all boys in whom the love of travel and adventure is 
strong. They will find here plenty to amuse them and much to instruct 
them besides." — Times. 

Alcott, (Louisa M.) Aunt Jo's Scrap-Bag. Square i6mo, 
3*- ^- 



Little Men : Life at Plumiield with Jo's Boys. 

By the author of " Little Women." Small post Svo. cloth, gilt edges, 
y. 6d, Cheap edition, cloth, ^s. ; fancy boards, is. 6d. 

Little Women. Complete in i vol. fcap. 3J. 6d, 



Cheap edition, 2 vols, cloth, 2s. ; boards, u. 6d. each. 

■ 

Old Fashioned Girl, best edition, small post 8vo. 

cloth extra, gilt edges, y. 6d. ; Low's Copyright Series, xs. 6d. ; cloth, 
as. 

The Guardian says of " Little Women," that it is—" A brieht, cheerful, 
healthy story — with a tinge of thoughtful gravity about it wnich reminds 
one of John Bunyan. The Athetutum says of Old- Fashioned Girl" — 
** Let whoever wishes to read a bright, spirited, wholesome story, get 
the ' Old Fashioned Girl * at once.'* 
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Alcott (Louisa M.) Shawl Straps. Small post 8ro. CloOi 

exua, gilt edges, js. 6d. 

Work, a Story of Experience. 2 vols. cr. 8vo. 2ix. 

Allston (Captain). S^e Ready, O Ready. 

Alexander (Sir James £.) Bush Fighting, niustrated by 

Remarkable Actions' and Inc-dents of the Maori War. With a Map, 
Plans, and Woodcuts, i vol. demy 8vo. pp. 328, cloth extra, i6f. 

" This book tells the story of the late war in New Zealand, with its 
many desperate encounters and exciting personal adventures, and tells 
that story well." — Navai and Military Gazette. 

** This is a valuable history of the Maori war." — Standard. 

Alexander (W. D. S.) The Lonely Guiding Star. A 

Legend of the Pyrenean Mountains and other Poems. Pcap. 8to. 
cloth. 5J. 

Among the Arabs, a Narrative of Adventures in Algeria, by 
G. Naphegyi, M. D., a. M. ^s. 6d. 

Andersen (Hans Christian) The Story of My Life. 8vo. 

los, 6d. 

Fairy Tales, with Illustrations in Colours by £. V. B. 



Royal 4to. cloth, z/. $t. 

Andrews (Dr.) Latin-English Lexicon. 13th edition. 

Royal 8vo. pp. 1,670, cloth extra. Price i8r. 



The superiority of this justly-famed Lexicon is retained over all others 
by the' fulness of its Quotations, the including in the Vocabulary Proper 
Names, the distinguishing whether the Derivative is classical or other- 
wise, the exactness of the References to the Original Authors, and by the 
price. 

** The best Latin Dictionary, whether for the scholar or advanced 
student. *' — Spectator. 

** Every page bears the impress of industry and caxt.'*-^AtAefueuftt, 

Anecdotes of the Queen and Royal Family, collected and 
edited by J. G. Hodgins, with Illustrations. New edition, revised by 
John Times. 5*. 

Angell (J. K.) A Treatise on the Law of Highways. 8vo. 

z/. ss, 
Arctic Regions (The). Illustrated. See Bradford. 

' German Polar Expedition. S^e Koldeway. 

Explorations. See Markham. 

Around the World. Sie Prime. 
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Art, Pictorial and Industrial, Vol. i, il.ws.dd, Vok. 2 
and 3, \%s, each. 

Atmosphere (The). See Flammarion. 

Aunt Jo's Scrap Bag. See Alcott. 

Australian Tales, by the '* Old Boomerang." Post 8vo. 5/. 



^ACK-LOG Studies. ^^ Warner. 

Baldwin (J. D.) Prehistoric Nations. i2mo. 

Ancient America, in notes of American Archaeology. 

Crown 8vo. xor. dd. 

Bancroft's History of America. Library edition, vols, i to 9, 
8vo. 5/. 8f. 

History of America, Vol. X. (completing the Work.) 




8vo. X3X. [/» the press. 

Barber (£. C.) The Crack Shot. Post 8vo. &r. dd, 

Barnes's (Rev. A.) Lectures on the Evidences of Christi- 
anity in the xgth Century. 12010. ^s. dd, 

Bamum (P. T.) Struggles and Triumphs. Crown 8yo. 

Fancy boards. 2J. ttL 

Barrington (Hon. and Rev. L.J.) From Ur to Macpelah; 

the Story of Abraham. Crown Svo., cloth, 51. 

THE BAYARD SERIES. Comprising Plea- 
sure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest 
Style as Companionable Volumes at Home and 
Abroad. 

Price 2f. 6^. ecick Volume^ complete in itself ^ printed at the Chiswich Press, 
bound by BurUy flexible cloth extra^gilt leaves , vrithsilh Headbands 
and Registers, 

The Stoiy of the Chevalier Bayard. By M. De Berville. 

De Joinville's St. Louis, King of France. 

The Essays of Abraham Cowley, including all his Prose 

Works. 

Abdallab; or, the Four Leaves. ByEDOUARDLABOULLAYE. 
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Table-Talk and Opinions of Napoleon Buonaparte. 

Vathek : An Oriental Romance. By William Beckford. 

The King and the Commons : a Selection of Cavalier and 
Puritan Song. Edited by Prof. Morlby. 

Words of Wellington : Maxims and Opinions of the Great 
Duke. 

Dr. Johnson's Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia. With Notes. 

Hazlitt's Round Table. With Biographical Introduction. 

The Religio Medici, Hydriotaphia, and the Letter to a 
Friend. By Su: Thomas Browns, Knt. 

Ballad Poetry of the Afifections. By Robert Buchanan. 

Coleridge's Christabel, and other Imaginative Poems. With 
Preface by Algernon C Swinburne. . 

Lord Chesterfield's Letters, Sentences and Maxims. 
\^th Introduction by the Editor, and Essay on Chesterfield by M. De 
St. Beuve, of the French Academy. 

Essays in Mosaic. By Thos. Ballantyne. 

My Uncle Toby; his Story and his Friends. Edited 
by P. Fitzgerald. 

Reflections ; or, Moral Sentences and Maxims of the Duke 
de la Rochefoucauld. 

Socrates, Memoirs for English Readers from Xenophon's 
Memorabilia. By Edw. Lbvibn. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precepts. 

A suiiahle Case containing Z2 volumes^ price 315; 6d. ; cr the Case separate^ 

price 3*. (nL 

Extracts from Literary Notices. 

** The present series'- taking its name from the opening volume, which 
contained a translation of the Knight without Fear and without Reproach 
— ^will really, we think, fill a void in the shelves of all except the most 
complete English libraries. These little square-shaped volumes contain, 
in a very manaeeable and prettv form, a great many things not very easy 
of access' elsewhere, and some thines for the first time brought together. 
— Pall Mall Gazette. '* We have nere two more volumes of the series 
appropriately called the * Bayard,* as they certainly are * ssms reproche.* 
Of convenient size, with clear typography and tasteful binding, we know 
no other little volumes which make such good gift-books for persons of 
mature aee." — Examirter. |' St Louis and his companions, as described 
by Joinvflle, not only in their glistening armour, but in their every-day 
attire, are brought nearer to us, become intelligible to us, and teach us 
lessons of humanity which we can learn from men only, and not from saints 
and heroes. Here lies the real value of real history. It widens our minds 
and our hearts, and ^ves us that true knowledge of the world and of 
human nature in all its phases which but few can gain in the short span 
of their own life, and in the narrow sphere of their friends and enenues. 
We can hardly imagine a better book for boys to read or for men to 
ponder over.'* — Times. 
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Beecher (Heniy Ward, D. D.) Life Thoughts. Complete 

in z vol. z2mo. str. 6</. 

— Sermons Selected. i2mo. %s, 6d. 

Norwood, or Village Life in New England. 

Crown 8vo. 6s. 

(Dr. Lyman) Life and Correspondence of. 2 vols. 

post 8vo. z/. xs. 

Bees and Beekeeping. By the Times' Beemaster. Illustrated. 

Crown 8vo. New Edition, with additions, af. 6d. 

Bell (Rev. C. D.) Faith in Earnest. i8mo. is, 6d. 

Blanche Nevile. Fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

Bellows (A. J.) The Philosophy of Eating. Post 8vo. 

7*. 6d. 

How not to be Sick, a Sequel to Philosophy of 

Eating. Post Bvo. yj. 6d. 

Bickersteth's H3n3inal Companion to Book of Common 
Prayer. 

The following Editions are now ready : — 

t. d. 

No. z. A Small-type Edition, medium 32mo. cloth limp o 6 
No. z. B ditto roan limp, red edges . . z o 

No. z. C ditto morocco limp, gilt edges ..20 

No. 2. Second-size type, snper-royal 32mo. cloth limp . . z o 
No. 2. A ditto roan limp, red edges . . 20 

No. 2. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges . . 30 

No. 3. Large-type Edition, crown Bvo. cloth, red edges ..36 
No. 3. A ditto roan limp, red edges ..36 

No. 3. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges ..56 

No. 4. Large-type Edition, crown Bvo. with Introduction 

and.Notes, doth, red edges 36 

No. 4. A ' ditto roan limp, red edges ..46 

No. 4. B ditto morocco, gilt eds^es ,.6 6 

No. 5. Crown Bvo. with accompanying Tunes to every 

Hymn, New Edition 30 

No. 5. A ditto with Chants 40 

No. 5. B The Chants separately x 6 

No. 6. Penny Edition. 

Fcap. 4to. Organists' edition. Qoth, 7s. 6d, 

%* A liberal allowance is made to Clergymen introdttcing 

the Hymnal, 

X^ The Book op Common PrayjBR, bound with Thb Hymnal Com- 
panion. 33ina doth, k^ And in various superior bindings. 
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Bonwick (J.) Daily Life of the Tasmanians. 8vo. izs. 6d. 
*^— Curious Facts of Old Colonial Days. 12010. doth. 



Book of Common Prayer with the Hymnal Companion. 

33mo. doth. 9^. And in various bindinf^s. 

Books suitable for School Prizes and Presents. (Fuller 
description of each book will be found in the alphabet) 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist, js. 6d. 

on Great Hunting Grounds, ^r. 

Allcott's Aunt Jo's Scrap-bag. y 6d. 

Old Fashioned Girl. 3*. 6d. 

Little Women. 3*. 6d. 

Little Men. 3*. td. 

Shawl Straps. 3^. 6d. 

Anecdotes of the Queen, ^r. 
Atmosphere (The). By Flammarion. 30^. 
Bickersteth (Rev. E. H.) Shadow of the Rock. 2s. 6d. 
Butler's Great Lone Land. 7; . 6d. 

Cradock Nowell. 6*. 

Clara Vaughan. 6s. 

Bayard Series (See Bairard.) 

Blackmore's Loma Doone. 6r. 

Changed Cross (The), af. 6d. 

Child's Play. yj. 6d. 

Christ in Song. 5^. 

Craik (Mrs.) Adventures of a Brownie. 5^. 

Little Sunshine's Holiday. 4X. 

Craik (Miss) The Cousin from India. 4X. 
Dana's Corals and Coral Islands. 21^. 

Two Years before the Mast. dr. 

Davies's Pilgrimage of the Tiber, i&r. 
De Witt (Mad.) An Only Sister. 4^. 
Erkmann-Chatrian'Sy The Forest House. 3;. 6d. 
Faith Gartney. 3^. 6d. cloth ; boards, is. td, 
Favell Children (The). 4^. 

Favourite. English Poems. 300 Illustration. 21^. 
Franc's Emilsr's Choice, ^r. 
-^— Marian. 5*. 

Silken Cord. 5*. 

— ^— Vermont Vale. 5*. 
Minnie's Mission. 41. 
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Books for School Prizes and Presents, continued. 
Gayworthys (The), y. 6d. 
Gentle Life, (Queen Edition), xos. 6d. 
Gentle Life Series. (See Alphabet). 
Gettin^r on in the Worid. 6s, 
Glover's Light of the Word, as, 6d, 
Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold. 6s, 
Healy (Miss) The Home Theatre, y. 6d, 
Henderson's Latin Proverbs, xor. 6d. 
Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. xor. 6d. 

f» ff »» "*■ 

Jack Hazard, by Trowbridge, y. 6d, 
Kingston's Ben Burton. 3;. 6d, 
Kennan's Tent Life. 6s. 

King's Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 6s. 
Lo^v's Edition of American Authors, is. 6d. and ar. each. 33 

Vols, published. See Alphabet under Low. 
Lyra Sacra Americana. 4;. 6d. 
Macgregor (John) Rob Roy Books. (See Alphabet.) 
Marigold Manor, by Miss Waring. 45. 
Maury's Physical Geography of the Sea 6s. 
Parisian Family, y. 
Phelps (Miss) The Silent Partner. 5*. 
Picture Gallery British Art. xar. 

Sacred Art. izr. 

Ready, O Ready. By Captain Allston, R.N. y. 6d, 
Reynard the Pox. 100 Exquisite Illustrations. 7^. 6d. 
Sea -Gull Rock. 79 Beautiful Woodcuts, ^s. 6d. 
Stanley's How I Found Livingstone, au. 
Stowe (Mrs.) Pink and White Tyranny, y. 6d. 

Old Town Folks. Cloth extra 6s, and af . 6d, 

Ministers Wooing. 5^. ; boards, xx. 6eU 

— — ^ Pearl of Orr's Island, s*. 

My Wife and I. d*. 

Tauchnitx's German Authors. See Tauchnitx. 
Tayler (C. B.) Sacred Records, zr. 6d. 
Titcomb's Letters to Young People, is. 6d, and 2/. 
Twenty Years Ago. 4r. 
Under the Blue Sky. ^s, 6d, 
Verne's Meridiana. 7^. 6d. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. xor. 6d. 

Whitney's (Mrs.) Books. See Alphabet. 

Bowles (T. G.) The Defence of Paris, narrated as it was 
Seen. 8vo. 145. 

B 
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Christ in Song. Hymns of Immanuely selected from all Ages, 
with Notes. By Philip Scmaff, D.D. Crown 8vo. toned paper, 
beautifully printed at the Chiawick Press. With Initial Letten ana 
Ornaments and handsomely bound. New Edition. $#. 

Christabel. See Bayard Series. 

Christmas Presents. See Illustrated Books. 

Chronicles of Castle of Amelroy. 410. With Photographic 

IDustrations. a/. *t. 

Clara Vaughan. See Blackmore. 

Coffin (G. C.) Our New Way Round the World. 8vo. i2j. 

Commons Preservation (Prize Essays on), written in compe- 
tition for Prises offered by Ubnry W. Pbbk, Esq. 8va 14/. 

Compton Friars, by the Author of Mary Powell. Cr. Svo. 
cloth, xor. 6</. 

Courtship and a Campaign; a Story of the Milanese Volun- 
teers of x866, under Garibaldi By M. Dalin. a vols. cr. 8vo. axx. 

Cradock Nowell. Sa Blackmore. 

Craik (Mrs.) The Adventures of a Brownie, by the Author 

of " John Halifax, Gentleman." With numerous Illustrations by Misa 
Patbkson. Square cloth, extra gilt edges. 51. 

A Capital Book for a School Prize for Children from Seven to Fourteen. 

Little Sunshine's Holiday (forming Vol. 1. of the 



John Halifax Series of Girls' Books). Smsdl post 8vo. 4«. 

John Halifax Series. See Girls' Books. 

— — Poems. Crown, cloth, 51. 



(Oeorgiana M.) The Cousin from India, forming 

VoL 8. of John Halifax Series. Small post 8vo. 4/. 

Without Kith or Kin. 3 vols, crown 8vo., 31J. 6</. 

Hero Trevelyan. 2 Vols. Post 8vo. 2.\s. 



Craik's American Millwright and Miller. With numerous 
Illustrations. 8to. x/. z«. 

Cruise of " The Rosario. See Markham (A. H.). 

Cummins (Maria S.) Haunted Hearts (Low's Copyright 
Series). z6ma hoards. im. (kL ; doth, m. 

Curtis's History of the Constitution of the United States. 

3 vols. Svo. 34«. 
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ALTON (J. C.) A Treatise on Physiology and 
Hygiene for Schools, Families, and Colleges, with 
numerous Illustrations, js. 6(L 

Dana (R. H.) Two Years before the Mast and 

Twenty-four years After. New Edition, with Notes and Revlaions. 
xama 6s. 

Dana (Jas. D.) Corals and Coral Islands. Numerous 

Illustrations, charts, &c. Royal 8vo. cloth extra, axj. 

" This handsome book is of a kind unfortunately too rare. An eminent 
traveller and naturalist has here endeavoured to present a popular account 
of a subject in which he has been one of the foremost investigators. . . . 
Professed geologists and zoologists, as well as general readers, will find 
Professor Dana^ book in every way worthy of their attention." — The 
Atfututumt Oct. xa, 1872. 

" That his work is likelv to be more popular than most accounts of the 
corals and coral polypes that we have seen, we have no doubt whatever." 
—Saturday Review. 

Darley (Felix O. C.) Sketches Abroad with Pen and 
Pencil, with 84 Illustrations on Wood. Small 4ta 7^. 6(L 

Daughter (A) of Heth, by Wm. Black. Eleyenth and Cheaper 

edition, z vol. crown 8vo. 6s. 

Davies (Wm.) The Pilgrimage of the Tiber, from its 

Mouth to its Source ; with some account of its Tributaries. 8vo., with 
many very fine Woodcuts and a Map, cloth extra, x&t. 

" £t terram Hesperiam venies, ubi Lydius arva 
Inter opima virilm ieni fluit agmine Tibris." 

Virgil, JExl. II., 781. 

Devonshire Hamlets ; Hamlet 1603, Hamlet 1604. I Vol. 

8vo. fs. 6d, 

De Witt (Madame Guizot). An Only Sister. Vol. V. 

of the "John Halifax" Series of Girls' Books. With Six Illustrations. 
Small post 8vo. cloth. 4;. 

Dhow-Chasing. See Sulivan. 

Draper (John W.) Human Physiology. Illustrated with 

more than 300 Woodcuts from Photographs, &c Royal 8va cloth 
extra, x/. $s. 

Dream Book (The) with 12 Drawings in facsimile by £. V. B. 
Med. 4to. x/. xts. 6d. 

Duer's Marine Insurance. 2 vols. 3/. 3^. 

Duplais and McKennie, Treatise on the Manufacture and 
Distillation of Alcoholic Liquors. With numerous Engravings. 
8va 3/. ax. 

Duplessis (Q.) Wonders of Engraving. With numerous 

Illu&trations and Photographs. 8vo. 12s. 6d» 
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III. 

Like unto Christ. A New Translation of the " De Imita- 
tione Christi " usually ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. With a V^ette 
from an Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Edition. 

"Evinces independent scholarship, and a profound feelings for the 
originaL" — Nenctmformist. 

"Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly 
volume was never seen." — Illustrated London News. 

TV. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verboram, or Quotation Hand- 
-book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
^that have become embedded in the English language. Second and en- 
laiged Edition. 

"The most extensive dictionary ot quotation we have met with." — 
Notes and Queries. 

"Will add to the author's credit with all honest workers."— £jr»- 
miner. 

V. 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 
AnnoUted by the Author of "The Gende Life." With Vignette Por- 
trait. Second Edition. 

^ " We should be glad if any words of otuv could help to bespeak a lai^ 
circulation for this handsome attractive book ; and who can refuse his 
homage to the good-humoured industry of the editor." — Illustrated 
Times. 

VI. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir 

Philip Sidney. Edited, with Notes, by the Author of "The Gentle 
Life." Dedicated, by permission, to tne Earl of Derby, js. 6d. 

" All the best thin^ in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. Fris- 
well's edition. — Examiner. 

VII. 
The Gentle Life. Second Series. Third Edition. 

" There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in 
some measure to the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily Nevus. 

VIII. 

Varia: Readings from Rare Books. Reprinted, by per- 
mission, from the Saturday Review^ Spectator^ &c 

"The books discussed in this volume are no less valuable than they 
are rare, and the compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the pubUc 
for having rendered their treasures available to the general reader." — 
Observer. 

IX. 

The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By 

the Author of "The Gentle Life." Second Edition. 

"All who possess the 'Gentle Life' should own this volume." — 
Standard. 
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X. 

E88a3r8 on English writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

*' The author has a distinct purpose and a proper and noble ambition to 
win the young to the pure and noble study of our glorious English 
literature. To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read 
and study their native literature we would certainly suggest the volume 
before us a» a fitting introduction. ** — Examiner. 

XI. 

Other People's Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. Second 

Edition. 

'*The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd 
views of human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader 
cannot £ul to be amused." — Morning Past. 

XII. 

A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer; being an Introduction to First Steps in 
German. By M. T. Prhu. ax. 6d. 

Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life. 

Bv William Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo., doth extra, bevelled 
edges. 6r. 



Girdlestone (C.) Christendom. i2ino. * 31. 

Family Prayers. i2mo. is. 6d. 

Glover (Rev. R.) The Light of the Word. Third Edition. 

z8mo. af. 6d. 

Goethe's Faust. With Illostrations hy Konewka. Small 4to. 
Price zor. 6d. 

Gouff^ : The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff^ 

Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jodcey Oub ; translated and adapted for 
English use by Alphonsb Gouffb, head pastrycook to Her Majesty the 
Queen. Illustrated with large plates, beautifully printed in coloius, to- 
gether with i6x woodcuts. 8vo. Coth extra, gilt edges, a/, ax. 

Domestic Edition, half-bound, icf. 6d. 

" By iar the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever 
been submitted to the gastronomical world." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

The Book of Preserves ; or, Receipts for Preparing 

and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrines, Gelatines, Vege- 
tables, Fruits, Confitures, Syrups, Liqueurs de FamUle, Petits Fours, 
Bonbons, &c. &c. By Jules Gouffe, Head Cook of the Paris Jockey 
Club, and translated and adapted by his brother Alphonse Gouffb, 
Head Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen, traiulator and editor of 
" The Royal Cookery Book." i voL royal 8vo., containmg upwards of 
Receipts and 34 Illustrations. lor. €d. 
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Girls' Books. A Series written, edited, or translated by the 
Author of " John Halifax." Small post 8vo., doth extra, fr. each. 

I. Little Sunshine's Holiday. 
9. The Cousin from India. 

3. Twenty Years Ago. 

4. Is it True. 

5. An Only Sister. By Madame Guizot Db Witt. 

Gough (J. B.) The Autobiography and Reminiscences of 
John B. Qough. 8vo. Cloth, lof . td. 

Great Lone -Land. See Butler. 

Grant (Rev. G. M.). See Ocean to Ocean. 

Greenleaf 's Law of Evidence. 3 vols. 84r. 

Guizot's History of Prance. Translated by Robert Black. 

Royal 8vo. Numerous Illustrations. Vols. I. and II., cloth extra, each 
afr. ; in Parts, ar. each (to be completed in about twenty parts). 

Guy on (Mad.) Life. By Upham. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. 6f. 



Method of Prayer. Foolscap, is. 




ALL (E. H.) The Great West; Handbook for 
Emigrants and Settlers in America. With a large Map of 
routes, railways, and steam communication, complete to pre- 
sent time. Boards, xs. 

Harrington (J.) Pictures of Saint George's Chapel, Wind- 
sor. Photographs. 4to. tys. 

Harrington's Abbey and Palace of Westminster. Photo- 
graphs. 5/. 5f. 

Harrison (Agnes). See Martin's Vineyard. 

Harper's Handbook for Travellers in Europe and the 

East. New Edition. Post 8vo. Morocco tuck, xl. u. 
Harz Mountains. See Blackburn. 
Hawthorne (Mrs. N.) Notes in England and Italy. Crown 

8vo. 10s. td. 

Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold; an Old Man's Story 
of a Young Man's Adventures. By Dr. I. Isaac Hayes, Author of 
"The Open Polar Sea." With numerous Illustrations. Gilt edges, ts. 

— — The Land of Desolation ; Personal Narrative of Ad- 
ventures in Greenland. Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo., cloth 
extra. 14;. 
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Hazard (S.) Santo Domingo, Past and Present; With a 

Glance at Hayd. With iu> wards of One Hundred and Fifty beautiful 
Woodcuts and Maps, chieny from Designs and Sketches by the Author. 
Demy 8vo. cloth extra. i8j. 

Extract from the notice in Spectator ^ March 22nd. — " This is a book 
that, in view of the St. Domingo Loan and the New Samana Bay 
Company, will prove pecfuliarly interesting to English readers." 

— Cuba with Pen and Pencil. Over 300 Fine Wood- 



cut Engravings. New edition, 8vo. cloth ext^. 15^. 

" We recommend this book to the perusal of our readers."— 
Spectator, 

^^'Hit. Hazaxd has completely exhausted his subject." — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Hazlitt (William) The Round Table; the Best Essays of 
William Hazlitt, with Biographical Introduction (Bayard Series). 
25. td, 

Healy (M.) Lakeville ; or, Shadow and Substance. A 

Novel. 3 vols. xL iis. 6d. 

A Summer's Romance. Crown 8vo., cloth. lor. 6d, 

The Home Theatre. Small post 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

Henderson (A.) Latin Proverbs and Quotations; with 
Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. By 
Alfred Henderson. Fcap. 4to., 530 pp. los. 6d. 

** A very handsome volume in its typographical externals, and a very 
useful companion to those who, when a c[uotation is aptly made, like to 
trace it to its source, to dwell on the minutis of its application, and to 
find it illustrated with choice parallel passages from Engli^ and Latin 
authors." — Times. 

" A book well worth adding to one's library." — Saturday Review. 

Hearth Ghosts. By the Author of * Gilbert Rugge.* 3 Vols. 

xl. Its. 6d. 

Heber's (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With 

upwards of 100 Designs engraved in the first style of art under the 
superintendence of J. D. Cooper. Small 4to. Handsomely bound, 
js. 6d 

Higginson (T. W.) Atlantic Essays. Small post 8vo. 

cloth, dr. 

Hitherto. By the Author of " The Gayworthys." New Edition, 
cloth extra. 3; . 6d. Also in Low's American Series. Double Vol. as. 6d. 

Hofmann (Carl) A Practical Treatise on the Manufac- 
ture of Paper in all its Branches. Illustrated by One Hundred and 
Ten Wood £ngravings, and Five large Folding Plates. In One Volume, 
4to, cloth ; about 400 pages. 3/. 13J. 6d. 

Hoge — Blind Bartimseus. Popular edition, ix. 

Holland (Dr.) Kathrina and Titcomb's Letters. See Low's 
American Series. 
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Holmes (Oliver W.) The Guardian Angel ; a Romance, 
a vols. z6f. 

(Low's Copyright Series.) Boards, is. 6d. ; doth, 2s. 

Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. i2mo. ix. ; Ulus- 

tzated edition, 3X. 6d. 

The Professor at the Breakfast Table. 3X. 6(L 

Songs in Many Keys. Post 8vo. 7x. 6d, 

■ Mechanism in Thought and Morals. i2mo. is, 6d. 



Home Theatre (The), by Mary Healy. Small post Svo. 
y.6d. 

Homespun, or Twenty Five Years Ago in America, by 
Thomas Lackland. Fcai». 8vo. 7/. 6d. 

Hoppin (Jas. M.) Old Country, its Scenery, Art, and 
People. Post 8vo. 7;. 6d. 

Howell (W. D.) Italian Journeys. i2mo. cloth. Ss, 6d. 

Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. Crown Svo. 6s. ; fancy boards, 
as. ; cloth, as. 6d. ; Illustrated Edition, zor. 6d. 

Hunt (Leigh) and S. A. Lee, Elegant Sonnets, with 
Essay on Sonneteers, s vols. Svo. iSs. 

Day by the Fire. Fcap. dr. 6d. 

Huntington (J.D., D.D.) Christian Believing. Crown Svo. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

Bickersteth. 

CE, a Midsummer Night's Dream. Small Post 

8vo. 3; . 6d. 

Illustrations of China and its People. By J. 
Thomson, F.R.G.S. Being Photographs from the Author's 
Negatives, printed in permanent Pigments by the Autotype Process, 
and Notes from Personal Observation. 

*#* The complete work will embrace aoo Photographs, with Letter- 
press Descriptions of the Places and People represented. In Four 
Volumes, imperial 4to., price 3/. y. each Volume. The First Volume, 
containing Fifty Photographs, is now ready. 

Subscribers ordering the Four Volumes at once will be supplied for 
10/. lof., half of which is to be paid on receipt of Vol. I., and balance on 
completion of the work. Non-subscribers' price is 3/. 3*. a Volume. 

" In his succeeding volumes, he proposes to take us with him north- 
ward and westward ; and if the nigh promise held out in the present 
instalment of his book be fulfilled in them, they will together form, from 
every pomt of view, a most valuable and interesting work. The photo- 
graphs are excellent : .... artistically, theyareall that can be desired. 
Accompanying each is a full, and what b somewhat unusual in books 
relating to China, an accurate description of the scene or objects repre- 
sented.^'—yl thetueum. 
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Illustrated Books, suitable for Christmas, Birthday, or 
Wedding Presents. (The full titles of which wiU be found 
in the Alphabet.) 

Adventures of a Youne Naturalist, ^s. 6d, 

Alexander's Bush Fighting. j6s. 

Anderson's Fairy Tales. 25^. 

Arctic Regions. lUtistrated. 25 guineas. 

Art, Pictorial and Industrial. VoL I. 31/. 6d. 

Blackburn's Art in the Mountains, las. 

^ Artists and Arabs. 7*. 6ii. 

Harz Mountains. X2s. 

Normandy Picturesque. 16*. 

Travelling in Spain. x6s. 

The Pyrenees. 18*. 

Bush's Reindeer, Dogs, ftc. 12s. 6d. 

Butler's Great Lone Land. 7;. 6d. 

Chefs d'CEuvre of Art. 4/. 14;. 6d. 

China. Illustrated. 4 vols. 3/. 3^. each vol. 

Christian Lyrics. 

Davies's Pilgrimage of the Tiber. iSs. 

Dream Book, by £. V. B. ais. 6d. 

Duplessis' VS^onders of Engraving. 12s. 6d. 

Favourite English Poems. 2ii. 

Flammarion's The Atmosphere. 30^. 

Fletcher and Kidder's Brazil, x&r. 

Goethe's Faust, illustrations bv P. Konbwka. xor. 6d, 

Gouffe's Royal Cookery Book. Coloured plates. 424. 

Ditto. Popular edition, xo*. 6a. 

Book of Preserves, xor. 6ii. 

Hazard's Santa Domingo. tSs, 
Cuba. isj. 

Heber (Bishop) Hymns. Illustrated edition. 7s. 6d. 

Markham's Cfruise of the Rosario. 169. 

Milton's Paradise Lost. (Martin's plates). 3/. 131^. 6d, 

My Lady's Cabinet, ais. 

Ocean to Ocean. los. 6d. 

Palliser (Mrs.) History of Lace. ais. 

Historic Devices, &c. 21*. 

Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. 6/. 6s. 

Pike's Sub-Tropical Rambles. iBs. 

Red Cross Knight (The), sv. 

Sauzay's Wonders of Glass Making. X2J. 6d. 

Schiller's Lay of the Bell. 14^. 

St. George's Chapel, V^indsor. 

Sulivan's Dhow Chasing. x6r. 

The Abbey and Palace of Westminster. 5/. 5s. 

Viardot, VS^onders of Sculpture. i2j. 6d. 

VS^onders of Italian Art. lar. 6d. 

Wonders of European Art. 12*. 6d. i 

Werner (Carl) Nile Sketches. 2 Series, each 3/. 10s. 

I 

Index to the Subjects of Books published in the United I 

Kingdom during the last ao years. 8vo. Half-morocco, il 6s. I 



Innocent. By Mrs. Oliphant. 3 Vols. Crown 8yo cloth. 

3 If. 6d. 
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In the Tropics. Post 8vo. 6s, 

In Silk Attire. See Black, Wm. 

Is it True ? Being Tales Carious and Wonderful. Small post 

8vo., cloth extra. 4«. 

(Forming vol. 4 of the " John Halifax " Series of Girls' Books.) 



ACK HAZARD, a Story of Adventure by J. T. 
Trowbridge. Numerous illustrations, small post. 3^. 6d. 

John Halifax Series of Girls' Books. See Girls' 
Books. 

Johnson (R. B.) Very Far West Indeed. A few rough 
Experiences on the North-Wcst Pacific Coast. Cr. 8vo. cloth, zos. 6d. 
New Edition — the Fourth, fancy boards, us. 

" Variety and adventure abound in his book, which is written too 
with never-flagging spirit." — Atketutum. 



AVANAGH'S Origin of Language. 2 vols, crown 

8va i/> IX. 

Kedge Anchor, or Young Sailor's Assistant, by 
Wm. Brady. 8vo. i&r. 

Kennan (G.) Tent Life in Siberia. 3rd edition. 6s. 

** We strongly recommrad the work as one of the most entertaining 
volumes of travel that has appeared of late years." — Atketutum. 

" We hold our breath as ne details some hair-breadth escape, and 
burst into fits of irresistible laughter over incidents full of humour. — 
Spectator. 

Kent (Chancellor) Commentaries on American Law. 

zxth edition. 4 vols. 8vo. 4/. xof. 

Kilmeny. See Black (Wm.) 

King (Clarence) Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 

crown Svo. Third and Cheaper Edition, cloth extra. 6r. 

The Times of Oct. 20th says : — " If we judge his descriptions by 

the vivid impressions they leave, we feel inclined to give them very high 

■ »» 
praise. 

" A fresh and vigorous record of varied kinds of adventure, combined 

with vivid pictures of mountain scenery^ and with glimpses of wild life 

among Indians, Mexicans, and Califomians, will commend itself to most 

readers." — The Athetueum 

Khigston (W. H. G.) Ben Burton, or Bom and Bred at 

Sea. Fcap. urith Illustrations. 3f. 6tL 
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Koldeway (Captain) The Second North-German Polar 
Expedition in the year 1869-1870 of the ships ** Germania " and 
" Hausa/' under Command of Captain Koldeway. Edited and 
Condensed by H. W. Bates, Esq., of the Royal Geographical Societv. 
I vol. demy 8vo., numerous Woodcuts, Maps, and CIu-omo-Lithographs 
— Jn the Press. 



AKEVILLE. SeeU^oXy, 
Land of the White Elephant. iV<f Vincent. 
Lang (J. D.) The Coming Event. 8vo. 12s, 

Lascelles (Arthur) The Coffee Grower's Guide. Post 8vo. 

3X. 6d. 

Lee (G. R.) Memoirs of the American Revolutionary 

War. 8vo. i6s. 

Like unto Christ. A new translation of the " De Imitatione 
Christi/' usually ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. Second Edition. 6s. 

Little Men. See Alcott. 

Little Preacher. 321110. u. 

Little Women. See Alcott. 

Little Sunshine's Holiday. See Craik (Mrs.) 

Livingstone (Dr.), How I Found. See Stanley. 

Log of my Leisure Hours. By an Old Sailor. Cheaper 
Edition. Fancy boards, zr. 

Longfellow (H. W.) The Poets and Poetry of Europe. 

New Edition. 8vo. cloth. 1/. i*. 

Loomis (Elias). Recent Progress of Astronomy. Post 8vo. 

7f . 6d. 



Practical Astronomy. 8vo. lor. 



Low's Copyright and Cheap Editions of American 
Authors, comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrange- 
ment with their Authors : — 

I. Haunted Hearts. By the Author of " The Lamplighter.** 

3. The Guardian Angel. By "The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table.*' 

3. The Minister's Wooing. By the Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin." 

4. Views Afoot. Bjr Bayard Taylor. 

5. Kathrina, Her Life and Mine. By J. G. Holland. 

6. Hans Brinker: or, Life in Holland. By Mrs. Dodgb. 
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Low's Cheap Copyright Editions, contiftued-^ 

f. Men, Women, and Ghosts. By Min Phklk. 

8. Society and Solitude. By Ralph Waldo Embrson. 

9. Hedged In. By Elizabeth Phklps. 

xo. An Old -Fashioned Qirl. By Louisa M. Alcott. 
• XX. Faith Oartney. 

V. Stowe's Old Town Folks, ax. 6d. ; cloth, y. 

13. Lowell's Study Windows. 

14. My Summer in a Garden. By Chasles Dudley Waenbb. 
x5. Pink and White Tyranny. By Mrs. Stowe. 

x6. We Girls. By Mrs. Whitney. 

X7. Little Men. By Miss Alcott. 

x8. Little Women. By Miss Alcott. 

19. Little Women Wedded. (Forming the Sequel to "Little 

Women.'') 
ao. Back-Log Studies. By Chaklbs Dudley Washer, Author of 

** My Summer in a Garden." 

** This is a delightful hooV.**— Atlantic Monthly, 

21. Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Young People, Single and 
Married. 
*^^* Of this famous little work upwards of 50,000 have been sold in 
America alone at four times the present price, viz. is. (A. flexible fiwcy 
boards ; m. cloth extra. 

as. Hitherto. By Mrs. T. D. Whithey. Double Volume, zs. 6d. 
fancv flexible boards. 
%* This Copyright work was first published in this country in 3 vols, 
at 311. 6d. ; afterwards in x vol. at 6s. It is now issued in the above 
popular Series. 

33. Farm Ballads, by Will Carleton, price ONE SHILLING. 

The Guardian says of '* Little Women," that it is "a bright, cheerful, 
healthy story^with a tinge of thoughtful gravity about it which reminds 
one of John Bunyan. Meg goine to Vanity Fair is a chapter written with 
great cleverness and a pleasant humour.*' 

The A themtum says of " Old-Fashioned Girl " : ** Let whoever wishes 
to read a bright, spirited, wholesome story get the ' Old-Fashicmed Girl' 
at once." 

%* " We may be allowed to add, that Messrs. Low's is the ' Author's 
edition.' We do not commonly make these announcements, but every 
one is bound to defeat, as far as he can, the efforts of those enterprising 
persons who proclaim with much unction the sacred duty of not letting 
an American author get his proper share of profits." — Sptctator, Jan. 4, 
'873. 

Each volume complete in itself, price is. 6d. enamelled flexible cover ; 
at. doth. 

Low's Monthly Bulletin of American and Foreign Publi- 
cations, forwarded regularly. Subscription ar« 6d, per aimum. 

Low's Minion Series of Popular Books, u. each : — 
The Gates Ajar. (The original English Edition. 
Who is He ? 
The Little Preacher. 
The Boy Missionary. 
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Low (Sampson, Jun.) The Charities of London. For the 

the you* 1872. \s. 

Ludlow (FitzHugh). The Heart of the Contment. 8vo. 

doth. 14^. 
Lunn (J. C.) Only Eve. 3 vols. 31J. (id, 
Lyne (A. A.) The Midshipman's Trip to Jerusalem. 

With illustration. Third Edition. Crown Svo., doth. lor. (hL 

Lyra Sacra Americana. Gems of American Poetry, selected 
and arranged, with Notes and Biographical Sketdies, by C D. Clsyb- 
LAND, D. D., author of the " Milton Concordance." i8mo. 4f. td. 



'i ACALPINE ; or, On Scottish Ground. A Novel 

•\ vols, crown 8vo. 3U. (nL 

Macgregor (John,) " Rob Roy " on the Baltic. 

Third Edition, small post 8vo. ^s, 6d. 

A Thousand Miles in the " Rob Roy " Canoe. 

Eleventh Edition. Small post, Svc ax. 6d. 

Description of the '' Rob Roy " Canoe, with 




plans, &C. \s. 

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl "Rob Roy." 



Second Edition. Small post, 8vo. sr. 

March (A.) Anglo-Saxon Reader. 8vo. *js. 6d, 



- Comparative Grammar of the Anglo-Saxon Lan- 



guage. SVO. I2X. 

Marcy, (R. B.) Thirty Years of Army Life. Royal Svo. 

xar. 

Prairie and Overland Traveller. 2j. 6d, 



Marigold Manor. By Miss Waring. With Introduction by 
Rev. A. Seweli.. With Illustrations. Small Post Svo. 4^. 

Markham (A. H.) The Cruise of the " Rosario " amongst 

the New Hebrides and Santa Cruz Islands, exposing the Recent Atro- 
cities connected with the Kidnapping of Natives in the South Seas. By 
A. H. Markham, Commander, R.N. Svo. doth extra, with Map and 
Illustrations. \6s. 

"The crew of the 'Rosario' were sent out firom England in that 
wretched tub the ' Megzra.' Captain Markham's account of the cruise 
is pleasandy written." — StamUtrd. 

'* We trust, therefore, that it may be generally read." — Atheiuntm, 

c 
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Markham (C. R.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region. 

Demy 8vo. with Maps and Illustrations. [In^the ^ress. 

*«• The object of this Work is to ^ve the public a correct Knowledge 
of the whole line of frontier separatuig the known from the unknown 
region round the North Pole. 

Marlitt (Miss) The Princess of the Moor. Tauchnitz Trans- 
lations^ 

Marsh (George P.) Man and Nature. 8vo. 15^. 

Origin and History of the English Language. 



8vo. its. 

Lectures on the English Language. Svo. 15X. 



Martin's Vineyard. By Agnes Harrison. Crown Svo. cloth. 

xof. 6d. 

Matthews (Wm.) See Getting on in the World. 

Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea and 
its Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
Work ; with illustrative Charts and Diagrams. New Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 

Mayo (Dr.) See Never Again. 

McMullen^s History of Canada. Svo. idr. 

Mercier (Rev. L.) Outlines of the Life of the Lord Jesus 

Christ. 3 vols, crown Svo. 1$$, 

Meridiana See Verne. 

Milton's Complete Poetical Works ; with Concordance by 
W. D. Cleveland. New Edition. Svo. ^^s. ; morocco x/. xs. 

■ Paradise Lost, with the original Steel Engravings of 

John Martin. Printed on large paper, royal 4to. handsomely bound. 
3/. 13*. 6d. 

Miss Dorothy's Charge. By Frank Lee Benedict, Author 

of *' My Cousin Elenor." 3 vols, crown Svo. 31*. 6d. 

Missionary Geography (The); a Manual of Missionary 
Operations in all parts of the World, with Map and Illustrations. Fcap. 

3*. 6rflf. 

Monk of Monk's Own. 3 vols. 31J. 6d. 

Montaigne's Essays. See Gentle Life Series. 

Morgan's Macaronic Poetry. i6mo. 12s. 

Mother Goose's Melodies for Children. Square 8vo., cloth 

extra. 7*. 6d. 

Mountain (Bishop) Life of. By his Son. Svo. lor. 6d, 

My Summer in a Garden. See Warner. 

My Cousin Maurice. A Novel. 3 vols. Cloth, 3XJ. 6d. 
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My Lady's Cabinet. Charmingly Decorated with Lovely 
Drawings and Exquisite Miniatures. Contains S>eventy-five Pictures set 
in Frames, and arranged on Twenty-foiu- Panels, thus representing the 
Walls of a richly adorned Boudoir. Each page or panel interleaved with 
Letterpress sufficient to explain the Subjects of the Drawings, and give 
the Names of the Artists. Printed on royal 4to., and very handsomely 
bound in cloth, i/. xs. 

** The fittest ornament for a Lady's Cabinet which this season has pro- 
duced. '* — A tke/utum. 

** Forms an excellent pretty book for the drawing-room table.'* — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

" A very pretty idea, carried out with much taste and elegance." — 
Daily News. 

My Wife and I. See Mrs. Stowe. 



EVER Again : a Novel. By Dr. Mayo, Author of 
** Kaloolah." New and Cheaper Edition, in One Vol., small 
post 8vo. 6s. Cheapest edition, fancy boards, 2J. 

''Puts its author at once into the very first rank of 
novelists." — The Athenantm. 

New Testament. The Authorized English Version ; with the 
various Readiz^ fix>m the most celebrated Manuscripts, including the 
Sinaitic, the Vatican, and the Alexandrian MSS., in English. With 
Notes by the Editor, Dr. Tischendorf. The whole revis^ and care- 
fully collected for the Thousandth Volume of Baron Tauchnitz's Collec- 
tion. Cloth flexible, gilt edges, 2x. (nL ; cheaper style, is. ; or sewed, 
M. 6d. 

Nordhoff (C.) California : for Health, Pleasure, and Resi- 
dence. A Book for Travellers and Settlers. Numerous Illustrations, 
8vo., doth extra. X2X. td. 

Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. By William 
Allbn Butles. m. 

, Nystrom's Mechanics Pocket Book. lor. 6^. 



CEAN to Ocean. Sandford Fleming^s Expedition 

through Canada in 1872. Being a Diary kept during a 
Journey firom the Atlantic to the Pacific with the Expedition 
of the Engineer-in-Chief of the Canadian Pacitic and Inter- 
colonial Railways. By the Rev. George M. Grant, of 

Halifax, N.S., Secretary to the Expedition. With Sixty Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo., cloth extra, pp. 372. xos. 6d. 

Old Fashioned GirL See Alcott. 

Oliphant (Mrs.) Innocent. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. cloth. 

31X. 6d, 

Only Eve. By Mrs. J. Calbraith Lunn. Three Vols, 
post 8vo. cloth. 31X. 6d, 





38 Sampson Low and CoJs 

Publishers' Circular (The), and General Record of British 
and Foreign Literature ; giving a transcript of the title-page of every 
work published in Great Britain, and every work of interest published 
abroad, with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Published regularly on the ist and 15th of every Month, and forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on payment of &r. per annum. 

Queer Things of the Service. Crown 8vo., fancy boards. 

af . 6d. 



ASSELAS, Prince of Abyssinia. By Dr. John- 
son. With Introduction by the Rev. William West, Vicar 
of Nairn. (Bayard Series), or. 6d, 

Ready, O Ready ! or These Forty Years : A book for 

Young Fellows. By Captain Allston, R.N. Small post 8vo.» cloth 
extra. 3*. 6</, 

Recamier (Madame) Memoirs and Correspondence of. 

Translated from the French, and Edited by J. M. Luyster. With 
Portrait Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

Red Cross Knight (The). See Spenser. 

Reid (W.) After the War. CroMTi 8vo. lOf. 6d. 

Reindeer, Dogs, &c. See Bush. 

Reminiscences of America in 1869, by Two Englishmen. 

Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 
Reynard' the Fox. The Prose Translation by the late Thomas 

RoscoE. With about 100 exquisite Illustrations on Wood, after designs 
by A. J. Elwes. Imperial i6mo. cloth extra, 7;. 6d. 

" Will yield to nojie either in the interest of its text or excellence of its 
engravings. " — Standard. 

A capital Christmas book." — Globe. 
*' The designs are an ornament of a delightful text." — TifiuSy Dec. 24. 

Rhyme of the Duchess May. See Browning. 
Richardson (A. S.) Stories from Old English Poetry. 

Small post Bvo., cloth, ^r. . 

Rochefoucauld's Reflections. Flexible cloth extra. 2s. 6d, 

(Bayard Series.) 

Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memory. See '* Choice Editions 
of Choice Books." $s. 

Romance (The) of American History. By Prof. De Vere. 

Crown Bvo. cloth. 6s. 

ANDEAU (J.) See Sea-GuU Rock. 

SANTO DOMINGO, Past and Present. See 
Hazard. 

Sauzay (A.) Marvels of Glass Making. Nu> 

merous Illustrations. Demy 8vo. xor. 6d, 
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Schiller's Lay of the Bell, translated by Lord Lytton. With 
42 illustrations after Retsch. Oblong 4to. 14;. 

School Books. See Classified. 

School Prizes. See Books. 

Sea- Gull Rock. By Jules Sandeau, of the French Aca- 
demy. Translated by Robert Black, M.A. With Seventy-nine 
very beautiful Woodcuts. Royal i6mo., cloth extra, eilt edges. 7^. 6d? 

A story more fascinating, more replete with the most rollick ine 
fun, the most harrowing scenes of suspense, distress, and hair-breadtn 
escapes from danger, was seldom before written, published, or read. "- 
A thenceunt. 

'' It deserves to please the new nation of boys to whom it is presented." 
— Times. 

** The very best French story for children we have ever seen." — 
Standard, 

" A delightful ixc^t."— Illustrated London News. 

" Admirable, full of life, pathos, and fun. . . . It is a striking and 
attractive book." — Guardian. 

" This story deserves to be a great favourite with English boys as well 
as with French." — Saturday Review. 

" Can be recommended alike for the graphic illustrations and admir- 
able subject-matter." — John Bull. 

" Is quite a gem of its kind. It is beautifully and profusely illus- 
trated." — Graphic. 

" A finely illustrated and beautifully adorned volume." — Daily News. 

Seaman (Ezra C.) Essays on the Progress of Nations 

in civilization, productive history, wealth, and population ; illustrated by 
statistics. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Sedgpvick, (J.) Treatise on the Measure of Damages. 8vo. 

z/. i8f. 
Shadow of the Rock. See Bickersteth. 

Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets, selected by J. Howard 
Staunton ; with 36 exquisite drawings by John Gilbert. See 
" Choice Series." 5^- 

Shawl Straps. See Alcott. 

Sheridan's Troopers on the Borders. Post 8vo. ^s, 6d. 

Sidney (Sir Philip) The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, 

edited, with notes, by the author of " Gentle Life," ys. 6d. Large paper 
edition. 12s. 

Silent Hour (The), Essays original and selected, by the author 
of "The Gentle Life." Second edition. 6r. 

Silent Partner. See Phelps. 

Silliman (Benjamin) Life of, by G. P. Fisher, 2 vols. 

crown 8vo. il. 4*. 

Simson (W.) A History of the Gipsies, with specimens of 

the Gipsy Language, zor. 6d. 

Smiley (S. F.) Who is He ? 32mo. is. 
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Smith and Hamilton's French Dictionary. 2 vols. Cloth, 

aij. : half roan, 3M. 

Snow Flakes, and what they told the Children, beautifully 

printed in colours. Cloth extra, bevelled boards. 5J. 

Socrates. Memoirs, from Xenophon's Memorabilia. By 

£. Lbvisn. Flexible cloth. 2f. bd. Bayard Series. 

Spayth (Henry) The American Draught -Player. 2nd 

edition. i2mo. i2j. td. 

Spenser's Red Cross Knight, illustrated with 12 original 
drawings in facsimile. 4to. z/. 5X. 

Spofford (Harriet P.) The Thief in the Night. Crown 8vo., 

cloth. 5r. 

Spray from the Water of Elisenbrunnen. By Godfrey 

Mavnard. Small Post 8vo. Fancy Boards, as. 6d. 

St. Cecilia, a modem tale of Real Life. 3 vols, post 8vo. 
315. 6ti. 

St. George's Chapel, Windsor, or 18 Photographs with de- 
scriptive Letterpress, by John Harrington. Imp. 410. 63*. 

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Including 
Travels, Adventures, and Discoveries in Central Africa, Illustrations, 
Maps, &c. 8vo. cloth. 21J. 

Steele (Thos.) Under the Palms. A Volume of Verse. By 
Thomas Steele, translator of "An Eastern Love Story." Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, 5J. 

Stewart (D.) Outlines of Moral Philosophy, by Dr. McCosh. 

New edition. x2mo. 3X. 6d. 
Stone (J. B.) A Tour with Cook Through Spain ; being a 

Series of Descriptive Letters of Ancient Cities and Scenery of Spain, and 
of Life, Manners, and Customs of Spaniards. As Seen and Enjoyed in 
a Summer Holiday. Illustrated by Photographs produced by the Auto- 
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